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His  friends  called  a  warning  in  vain!  The  old  hermit,  with  wild  tiiry,  sprang  at  Dick  from  the 
rear.  Hie  hairy  hands  tightened  about  the  lad’s  throat,  and  the  old  man  struggled 

to  thrust  Daresome  to  the  ground!  Dick  was  helpless. 
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A  STRUGGLE  WITH  A  MANIAC 

By  FRANK  FORREST 


CHAPTER  I. 

AN  UNPLEASANT  DISCOVERY.  '■ 

“Look  out  there,  Dick  !”  cried  a  well-built  youth  sitting 
in  a  bobbing  canoe,  as  he  directed  hi^  attention  to,  an 
equally  athletic  looking  chap  on  shore. 

His  warning  came  too  late,  for  as  he  spoke  a  ferocious 
shaggy  dog  sprang  upon  his  friend  from  the  concealment 
of  a  tuft  of  evergreens. 

“Ouch!”  exclaimed  the  other  youth  with  good  justifica¬ 
tion,  for  the  brute  had  planted  a  sharp  row  of  teeth  on 
either  side  of  a  part  of  the  calf  of  his  leg ! 

“Soak  him,  quick!”  cried  the  youth  in  the  canoe,  as  he 
ran  in  toward  shore. 

But  it  wus  no  easy  task  for  the  other  to  “soak”  the  angry 
canine,  because  the  latter,  evidently  used  to  such  attacks, 
would  nimbly  swing  back  of  him  each  time  as  he  turned. 

However,  there  is  an  end  to  everything,  and  despite  the 
pain  of  the  bite  from  those  savage  teeth,  the  lad  managed 
to  swing  a  trick. 

Biff ! 

He  brought  his  other  heel  suddenly  in  contact  with  the 
brute’s  head. 

The  dog  slunk  backward  instantly,  growling  in  pain,  and 
now  the  voung  chap  followed  up  his  action  like  the  good 
general  that  he  was. 

“It  doesn't  pay  to  stop  half  way!”  muttered  this  lad  to 
himself,  and  though  unarmed,  he  rushed  straight  at  the 

brute, 

Orrrr! 


The  canine  sent  a  warning  growl,  but  Dick  Daresome, 
for  it  was  no  other,  charged  him  with  a  yell. 

Crack ! 

The  annual  received  another  kick,  this  time  in  the  chest, 
and  he  toppled  over  backward.  Daresome  then  turned 
toward  the  canoe  with  a  comical  look  of  pain. 

“I  believe  he  took  a  regular  sirloin  steak  off  my  leg, 
Sam — indeed  I  do  !” 

The  other  chap,  his  tentmate,  whose  last  name,  as  many 
of  the  readers  will  remember,,  was  Thorpe,  brought  the 
canoe  up  on  the  slanting  embankment. 

“It’s  a  bad  bite,  to  judge  from  the  way  you  are  limping,” 
said  Sam,  sympathetically. 

“Well,  I  guess  it  won’t  be  fatal,”  said  Daresome,  “my 
trousers  are  pretty  thick,  and  I  don’t  think  he  broke  the 
skin.” 

Dick  stopped  a  minute  to  examine  his  aching  leg  and 
bent  over.  As  he  did  so,  there  was  a  rush  from  behind  and 
again  the  shaggy  dog  was  upon  him. 

The  orute  caught  him  by  the  arm  this  time,  and  if  Dick’s 
instinctive  dodging  had  not  followed  instantly,  The  lad 
would  perhaps  have  been  seriously  injured. 

“That  dog’s  mad,  I  do  believe,”  said  Sam. 

“Well,  I’m  getting  that  way  myself!”  muttered  Dick 
Daresome,  as  he  swung  around  with  the  dog  still  hanging 
to  his  strong  flannel  boating  shirt. 

“Take  that!”  lie  cried. 

On  the  words,  he  brought  one  knee  up  beneath  the  big 
dog  and  the  blow  told.  The  animal  released  its  hold  just  a 
little.  It  was  enough  for  Dick  to  finish  his  plan. 

As  the  brute  sprang  directly  at  his  throat  this  time,  look- 


DICK  DARESOME  AND  THE  OLD  HERMIT. 


more  like  a  ravenous  wolf  than  a  dog,  the  lad  dex¬ 
trous  ly  leaped  to  ono  side. 

I  hen  as  t he  animal  sprawled,  bathed  in  his  attempt,  Dick 
swung  his  heavy  boot  at  the  brute  from  the  side. 

Biff! 

His  kick  caught  the  animal  at  the  juncture  of  the  lower 
jaw  and  the  skull.  The  result  was  a  good  dog — never 
more  to  leap  at  any  man’s  throat! 

As  Dick  stepped  back  to  survey  the  limp  form,  he 
breathed  a  sigh  of  gratitude. 

“  that  was  the  nearest  to  hydrophobia  I’ve  come  in  some 
moons!”  he  muttered. 

At  this  instant  a  new  actor  in  the  little  drama  appeared 
from  the  evergreens  back  further  on  the  bank. 

“Git  away  from  thar!”  came  a  rasping  voice. 

Daresome  and  his  friend  both  looked  in  astonishment  at 
the  figure  which  greeted  them.  It  was  far  from  being  a 
pleasant  greeting,  too ! 

Ill  cut  out  yer  hearts!”  snarled  the  voice  again,  and 
the  speaker  rushed  at  Dick  Daresome  with  the  snarl  of  a 

wild  beast  in  furv. 

%/• 

Dick  decided  that  it  was  not  just  the  best  time  in  the 
world  for  parleying,  and  so  he  nimbly  stepped  into  the 
waiting  canoe  which  was  handy. 

Sam  paddled  out  from  shore  a  little  way,  and  then 
they  watched  the  old  man  who  had  accosted  them. 

He  looked  at  least  a  hundred  years  old,  and  his  wild 
vhito  beard  and  scraggly  locks  of  snowy  hair  gave  him  the 
appearance  of  a  maniac. 

Hi>  actions  carried  out  this  idea,  for  instead  of  running 
toward  the  water,  he  leaped  in  queer,  jerky  bounds  down 
the  embankment. 

All  the  time  he- let  forth  the  most  harrowing  shrieks  and 
screams  imaginable. 

“Great  Scott!”  muttered  Dick  Daresome,  “that  old  fel¬ 
low  is  as  crazy  as  a  bedbug!” 

The  old  man,  in  his  ragged  remnants  of  clothes,  had 
reached  the  limp  body  of  his  dog,  and  now  he  stopped 
with  a  fresh  frenzy  of  wild  execrations. 

?  “A  life  for  a  life !”  he  screeched.  “I’ll  git  ye  fer  this. — 
I’ll  git  ye,  all  right,  if  I  hev  to  hunt  the  earth  over!” 

He  shook  a  trembling  fist  at  Dick  Daresome,  as  the  glare 
of  his  eyes  betokened  insane  rage. 

“It  wasn’t  my  fault,”  ventured  Dick,  who  was  a  good- 
hearted  chap,  and  not  anxious  to  wound  people.  “He 
would  have  killed  me  if  I  hadn’t  protected  myself!” 

“Ye  killed  my  dawg— I’ll  git  ye!”  howled  the  old  man. 
“Ye’ve  been  on  my  land  and  I'll  kill  ye  fer  this!” 

He  cursed  and  raged,  and  Dick  still  tried  to  convince 
the  old  fellow  that  he  was  not  in  the  wrong. 

“But  I  tell  you  the  dog  would  have  killed  me — and  it’s 
not  your  ground.  It  belongs  to  the  hotel  man  up  at  Rod- 
ncy,  Mr.  Frisbie.  He  gave  us  permission  to  lay  our  fish 
lines  across  the  lake  from  this  side  to  the  other.” 

The  old  man  straightened  up. 

“I’ve  lived  here  fer  fifty  years  an’  I  own  this  whole  lake 
— an'  I'll  git  ye  fer  this!” 

Suddenly  lie  sprang  up  from  where  he  had  been  kneeling 
over  the  dead  dog.  ® 

Mith  a  howl  of  anticipation  he  rushed  back  in  the  ever¬ 
greens  and  disappeared  in  a  jiffy. 

Dick  looked  significantly  at  Sam. 


“I’m  not  a  quitter,  old  fellow,”  said  he.  “But  I  have 
a  hunch  that  it  is  high  time  for  ub  to  depart  while  the 
traveling  is  good !” 

He  snatched  up  a  paddle  and  in  another  instant  the  two 
lads  were  whizzing  straight  across  the  lake. 

It  was  well  that  they  did  act  so  rapidly. 

They  were  well  out  from  shore  when  tli£  sudden  bang 
of  a  gun  rang  out ! 

Tzzsing ! 

A  bullet  sang  past  them. 

The  old  man  was  so  infuriated  that  his  trembling  hands 
spoiled  his  aim,  otherwise  there  might  have  been  a  terrible 
result  from  his  shot. 

“Duck  down,  Dick!”  exclaimed  Sam. 

But  Daresome  knew  that  the  best  thing  was  to  get  a 
little  further  away  from  the  old  man’s  vantage  point. 

“We’ll  be  beyond  that  little  island,”  said  Daresome,  “if 
we  just  stick  to  it  for  a  little  while  longer.” 

So  they  kept  it  up,  and  despite  two  more  shots  from  the 
irate  old  fellow,  the  lads  were  soon  out  of  sight  and  aim, 
and  laughing  over  their  recent  danger. 

They  were  at  the  further  end  of  the  lake,  and  the  nearest 
landing  place  worth  while  would  be  the  hotel,  the  Rodney 
House. 

Thither  Dick  directed  the  canoe,  and  soon  they  brought 
up  neatly  against  the  hotel  landing.  Bess  Morrison,  Dick's 
sweetheart,  spied  them  from  the  porch. 

She  ran  down  from  the  hotel  to  meet  them,  and  Sam 
immediately  began  teasing  Dick  about  his  hand-to-hand 
combat  with  the  wild  beast.  This  naturally  aroused  the 
curiosity  of  the  pretty  girl,  and  so  Sam  narrated  the  whole 
yarn. 

As  he  was  talking,  Mr.  Frisbie,  the  proprietor  of  the  ho¬ 
tel,  strolled  along  toward  them. 

W  hat  was  that  shooting  I  heard  down  the  lake,  boys?” 
he  asked. 

Dick  told  of  the  encounter  with  the  old  fellow,  and  the 
hotel  man  looked  very  grave. 

“My  gracious,”  he  exclaimed,  “I  was  in  hopes  that  old 
looney  had  croaked  long  ere  this.  He  hasn’t  been  seen 
around  these  parts  for  a  couple  of  years!  This  means 
trouble  and  lots  of  it,  too !” 

The  lads  listened  in  surprise. 

*  “Why,  is  that  old  fellow  so  important?”  asked  Dick,  in 
amazement. 

“les,”  said  the  hotel  man.  “He  is  the  queerest  and  most 
undesirable  character  of  this  part  of  the  country.  He  is  a 
hermit,  living  way  up  one  of  the  mountain  sides,  and  sel¬ 
dom  ever  venturing  forth  among  people.  He  only  does 
that  when  he  is  on  a  rampage!” 

“But  can’t  you  curb  him?”  queried  Sam. 

“Yes,  if  we  can  get  him.  But  the  old  fellow  is  as  mad 
as  a  March  hare,  and  is  as  wily  and  sly  as  so  many  lunatics 
arc.  He  slips  about  at  night,  and  despite  his  great  age  is 
a  dangerous  opponent;  I'll  have  to  go  notify  the  denutv 
up  at  Rodney  Village.”  *  t  J 

The  hotel  man,  evidently  much  more  perturbed  over  the 
allmr  than  either  of  the  two  lads,  left  them  at  once. 

“Oh.  Dick,”  said  Bess,  “I  hope  that  terrible  old  man 

doesn  t  do  anything  rough  to  you.  Please  promise  me  to 
he  careful!” 

Daresome  laughed,  as  he  nodded  his  head. 
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“Oh,  of  course  1  will,  Bess,”  lie  replied.  “But  you  know 
thar  all  the  care  in  the  world  doesn't  make  very  much  dif- 
terence  with  real  happenings.  For  all  we  know,  some- 
thing  very  dangerous  may  be  in  store  for  us  before  another 
hour  is  up!“ 

His  words  were  prophetic! 

They  were  destined  to  come  true  with  greater  force  than 
he  realized. 


CHAPTER  II. 


THE  CONCEALED  MARKSMAN. 

Dick  and  Sam  decided  to  hurry  on  toward  their  own 
camp.  This  was  where  about  fifty  of  their  schoolmates 
from  Merrivale  Academy  were  spending  vacation,  and  it 
was  approximately  a  mile  across  the  lake  from  the  hotel. 

Nearby,  or  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  this  camp,  was 
located  another,  that  of  a  group  of  lads  from  Belleville 
Academy,  which  was  a  rival  institution. 

The  boys  had  a  good  deal  of  summer  rivalry  at  different 
sports,  but  thus  far  nothing  serious  had  developed. 

“We  had  better  make  a  little  haste,  Sam,”  said  Dick,  “or 
we  will  miss  that  fish  supper  that  Aubrey  the  cook  is  get¬ 
ting  ready  for  us !” 

“I’m  right  with  you,”  agreed  his  tentmate,  and  the  two 
entered  the  canoe  and  waved  farewell  to  Bess,  who  was 
spending  the  summer  at  the  hotel  with  her  parents. 

Down  the  clear  blue  waters  of  the  lake  they  paddled. 

“This  is  the  opposite  direction  from  that  old  looney,  so 
I  reckon  we  won’t  have  to  worry,”  said  Dick,  contentedly. 
“We  were  surely  lucky  not  to  get  peppered  by  that  rascal !” 

“Yes,  it  was  a  narrow  escape,  but  we  are  out  of  it  all 
now,  Dick !” 

The  boys  were  heading  along  across  the  lake  by  this  time, 
and  their  skillful  strokes  made  the  light  birch-bark  craft 
fairly  dance  along  over  the  waves. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  sound  from  the  opposite  shore 
which  startled  the  lads  most  emphatically.  At  the  same 
instant  there  was  a  ripping  noise  in  the  extreme  bow  of 
the  canoe. 

Dick  Daresome  whirled  about. 

So  quickly  did  he  turn  at  the  noise  from  the  green  wood¬ 
land  on  the  eastern  bank  that  he  nearly  capsized  the  lightly 
balanced  canoe. 

“Who  fired  that  shot?”  cried  Sam,  looking  hurriedly 
over  his  shoulder. 

The  boys  saw  a  little  ghostlike  puff  of  smoke  traveling- 
upward  from  a  clump  of  bushes — low  evergreens  they  were, 
to  be  exact. 

“There’s  something  doing  in  these  Maine  woods  that  I 
don’t  like  a  little  bit!”  muttered  Dick. 

“Did  that  shot  cut  through  the  canoe?”  asked  Sam,  in 
an  indignant  tone. 

“It  surely  did !”  muttered  Dick.  “It’s  lucky  it  hit  above 
the  water  line.” 

The  boys  put  more  speed  on  their  traveling. 

Just  then  another  shot  rang  forth  from  the  same  posi¬ 


tion  on  the  bank.  The  bullet  whizzed  by,  and  barely 
missed  Sam’s  head. 

“Giminy  Christmas!”  exclaimed  Thorpe,  “this  is  too 
much  for  me.” 

“Hurry,  boy,”  said  his  friend,  and  they  dug  into  the 
watery  element  with  their  dripping  paddles  with  the  fury 
of  Indians  pursuing  a  foe. 

They  were  in  a  bad  position  just  here,  for  it  was  a  broad 
stretch  of  water,  with  no  immediate  shelter.  The  chaps 
were  forced  to  paddle  straight  along  and  trust  to  luck. 

Bang ! 

Another  bullet  pierced  the  gunwale  of  the  light  canoe, 
between  Dick  and  Sam,  as  they  sat  there  paddling  for 
dear  life! 

“Wow!”  muttered  Dick,  “he’s  getting  a  better  bead  on 
us  every  minute.  It  must  be  that  old  fellow  whose  cur  I 
killed,  Sam — no  one  else  about  here  would  shoot  this  way 
at  us.” 

The  two  lads  were  naturally  a  little  pale,  for  it  is  a  ter¬ 
rible  feeling  to  be  helplessly  exposed  to  an  unseen  foe, 
armed  with  a  trusty  weapon,  and  getting  nearer  and  nearer 
in  his  aim  every  instant. 

It  was  a  fearful  quandary. 

But  Dick  acted  quickly. 

“Now,  Sam,  let’s  just  fool  this  party,”  said  he,  and 
suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  he  balanced  himself  care¬ 
fully  and  dropped  over  the  side  of  the  canoe,  on  the  oppo¬ 
site  one  from  the  marksman  on  shore. 

As  he  did  so,  a  bullet  whizzed  above  his  head,  shattering 
part  of  the  upper  gunwale,  just  where  he  had  been  kneeling 
for  his  paddling. 

Sam  followed  without  a  word. 

“Now  we  can  get  along  toward  our  camp,”  said  Dick, 
starting  to  shove  away  at  the  canoe,  holding  the  front  rope 
closely  with  one  hand. 

“But  won't  he  pick  us  off  as  we’re  swimming?”  objected 
Sam. 

“What  can  we  do  to  help  it?”  asked  Dick  with  determi¬ 
nation,  as  he  tossed  his  paddle  into  the  canoe,  and  did  a 
clever  trick  of  getting  his  shoes  off  while  in  the  water. 

All  the  time  he  kept  the  canoe  between  himself  and  the 
festive  targeteer  on  shore ! 

“We’ll  just  stay  right  in  the  water  and  keep  that  canoe 
betwixt  and  between,  as  the  saying  is,”  remarked  Dick,  as 
he  dexterously  tossed  his  shoes  into  the  canoe,  too.  “Now, 
I’m  getting  in  shape  to  do  some  prize  swimming.  You’d 
better  do  the  same  thing,  Sam — a  fellow  can’t  win  any 
medals  with  water-logged  shoes  on  his  feet.” 

Thorpe  followed  his  friend’s  example,  and  they  paddled 
about  in  the  water  until  ready  to  proceed. 

Three  more  shots  came  from  the  evergreen  thicket  on 
shore,  but  they  merely  buried  themselves  in  the  canoe’s 
thin  sides,  passing  on  through  without  harming  the  two 
Merrivale  lads. 

“It’s  lucky  that  a  bullet  can’t  go  under  water  and  do 
damage,  or  we’d  have  our  canoe  sinking  and  leaving  us  as 
bare  as  shorn  lambs.” 

Sam  was  ready  by  this  time. 

“Come  on  now,  let’s  swim  it  for  the  Merrivale  camp,” 
said  Dick.  “Keep  steady  and  along  this  side  of  the  boat.” 

The  boys  advanced  as  best  they  could. 

But  it  was  slow,  oh,  so  slow,  advancement!  Every  yard 
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of  progress  seemed  as  if  it  were  five,  for  of  necessity  they 
had  to  shove  their  bulwark  of  birchbark  along. 

The  strokes  became  more  and  more  exhausting,  when  at 
last  the  lads  were  forced  to  stop  for  a  rest. 

“Cosh!”  gasped  Sain,  “this  is  as  wearing  as  a  job  in  a 
carpet-beating  works!” 


Zip! 

A  bullet  whizzed  very  close  this  time  to  their  heads,  for 
they  had  incautiously  let  the  canoe  drift  around  in  the 
light  winds. 

“That  old  goat  is  using  up  a  lot  of  ammunition,”  said 
Dick,  exhausted  as  well.  “  What  are  we  going  to  do?” 

It  seemed  almost  a  hopeless  predicament,  when  sud¬ 
denly  a  new  and  welcome  noise  greeted  their  ears. 

It  was  the  chug,  chug,  chug,  chug  of  a  naphtha  launch 
coming  up  the  lake  from  the  direction  of  the  hotel. 

“Maybe  they  can  help  us,  Dick,”  said  Sam. 

“Yes,  and  maybe  on  the  other  hand,  that  old  crazy  yap 
may  shoot  at  them,  too!” 

Dick  was  just  on  the  point  of  waving  his  arms  at  the 
risk  of  being  picked  off,  when  a  puff  of  smoke  suddenly 
blew  up  from  the  bow  of  the  launch. 

Bang ! 

Bang ! 

Another  quickly  followed  it,  and  Dick  and  his  friend 
chuckled  with  glee,  for  they  suddenly  heard  a  loud  cry 
wafted  over  the  waters  from'  the  direction  of  the  hidden 
marksman. 

The  two  boys  peered  around  the  end  of  the  canoe  with 
justifiable  caution. 

“Ho,  ho!”  laughed  Sam,  and  Dick  gave  a  chuckle  of 
equal  appreciation. 

The  apparition  they  beheld  was  that  of  the  old  man 
springing  up  from  the  low  evergreens  and  fleeing  toward 
the  woods  in  the  rear. 

He  yelled  with  maniacal  frenzy  as  he  ran. 

“He  may  be  crazy  but  he  isn’t  a  fool!”  laughed  Dick 
Daresome.  “He  knows  when  the  table  is  being  turned 
upon  him  !  Watch  him  skedaddle !” 

The  boys  trod  water  until  the  launch  reached  'them,  for 
they  knew  that  friends  had  come  to  their  aid. 

The  larger  craft  chug-chugged  up  to  them,  and  they 
beheld  the  worried  face  of  Frisbie,  the  hotel  proprietor,  in 
the  bow,  still  clutching  a  big  hunting  rifle. 

“Did  either  of  you  lads  get  hurt?”  he  cried  anxiously,  as 
the  boat  slowed  down  its  speed. 

“Not  by  a  jugfull !”  laughed  Dick,  “but  we  took  a  swim 
which  we  didn't  expect  to  take  for  half  an  hour  or  so !” 

The  hotel  man,  who  was  steering  with  a  little  helm  in 
the  bow  of  his  boat,  swung  it  around  toward  them. 

“Slow  down,  Jim,”  said  he  to  the  man  at  the  engine 
Then  the  craft  brought  slowly  up  tow*ard  the  two  swim¬ 
ming  lads. 


“What's  the  exact  row,  anyway?”  asked  Frisbie.  “I 
heard  those  shots  from  the  hotel  and  I  had  a  good  guess.  So 
I  brought  this  gun  and  I  found  it  came  in  handy.” 

“  1  don't  know  what  would  have  happened  to  us  if  you 
hadn't  arrived  on  the  scene,”  said  Daresome.  “That  old 
villain  sneaked  along  that  other  shore  and  waited  for  us,  I 
suppose.  Can  you  give  me  a  hand?” 

The  hotel  man  swung  over  his  sturdy  grasp  for  Dick  and 


the  lad  was  yanked  up  over  the  gunwale  of  the  doep- 
draught  launch  with  ease. 

Sam  was  clambering  up  of  his  own  accord  on  the  other 
side  with  a  lift  from  the  chap  at  the  engine. 

“Say,  look  at  the  canoe,”  said  Dick  with  disgust,  as  he 
pointed  to  the  craft. 

There  were  numerous  big  gashes  and  holes  cut  in  it  bv 
the  old  hermit’s  bullets,  and  it  was  evident  that  even  so 
much  weight  as  one  paddler  would  draw  the  bottom  of  the 
craft  down  so  that  the  water  would  pour  in. 

“We’ll  just  get  after  that  old  rascal,”  said  Frisbie,  as 
he  skillfully  leaned  over  to  catch  the  dangling  rope  of 
the  canoe. 

He  dragged  it  up  and  cast  it  to  Sam  in  the  stern,  then 
directed  the  launch  toward  the  camp  of  the  Merrivale  stu¬ 
dents  around  a  curve  in  the  shore. 

“What  is  eating  that  old  fool,  anyway?”  asked  Dick. 
“He  has  no  right  to  herd  a  man-eating  dog  on  your 
ground  anyway,  and  I’ve  a  right  to  protect  my  life,  you 
know !” 

“You  certainly  have,”  said  Frisbie;  “that  old  fellow 
should  have  been  caged  years  ago.  He  thinks  he  owns 
this  countv  around  here,  but  he  doesn’t  come  down  from 
the  mountain  side  very  often.” 

“Are  you  going  to  do  anything  really  to  catch  him?” 
asked  Dick  with  a  sudden  plan  of  his  own,  which  he  kept 
quietly  under  his  cap. 

“Yes,  I’ve  already  sent  word  to  the  deputy,  and  they'll 
round  up  this  old  rascal  with  a  posse.  He's  scared  of  any 
resistance,  and  runs  like  a  rabbit  whenever  any  one  tries 
to  come  near  him.  But  we’ll  just  get  him  this  time  and 
send  him  to  a  cooler,  for  the  safety  of  the  community." 

“Where  is  his  hangout,  anyway?”  asked  Daresome,  his 
eyes  drawn  half  closed  in  thought. 

“Up  there  on  that  farthest  mountain  over  there,”  said 
Frisbie.  “It’s  about  eighteen  miles  from  here  to  the  base 
of  it,  and  it’s  a  long  tramp  to  the  top.  He  stays  around 
there,  they  say,  and  the  folks  about  here  call  him  Crazy 
Jake!” 

Dick  said  nothing  in  reply.  He  liad  his  plan  ready  for 
action. 


CHAPTER  III. 

ON  THE  TRAIL  OF  THE  HERMIT. 

Frisbie  let  the  boys  off  at  their  camp  with  a  jolly  word 
to  their  comrades  who  came  down  to  the  landing.  He 
knew  all  of  them  and  liked  the  lads  immensely. 

The  trailing  canoe  was  drawn  up  on  the  bank,  and  the 
story  explaining  its  condition  was  the  marvel  of  the 
campers. 

But  Dick  was  bent  on  business. 

As  the  launch  backed  away,  he  called  out  heartily  to  the 
hotel  man : 

Lood-by,  Mr.  Frisbie,  thanks  for  that  timely  aid.  I 
am  only  sorry  you  didn't  nab  the  old  rascal !” 

Frisbie  steered  up  the  lake  again. 

W  ell,  J  11  get  him  next  time,  don't  you  worn*.  He 
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nmv  be  crazv,  but  1  say  that  any  man  who  is  sane  enough 
to  use  t>iie  workings  of  a  gun  deserves  the  workings  of  a 
gun  used  on  him !” 

With  these  words  of  wisdom,  the  proprietor  of  the  Rod¬ 
ney  House  ordered  full  speed  and  his  launch  sped  around 
the  bend  toward  the  hotel. 

Diek  looked  about  him  and  saw  that  the  instructor  put 
in  charge  of  their  camp  was  not  in  sight. 

Then  he  put  his  finger  on  his  lips  as  a  sign  of  secrecy, 
and  gave  a  significant  “Ssshh!” 

“What's  doing?”  asked  Skinniman  Perkins,  the  catcher 
of  the  Academy  nine,  the  captain  of  the  football  team,  and 
the  heavyweight  of  the  aggregation. 

‘‘Yes,  Dick,  unburden  your  soul,”  laughed  Alan  Brown- 
son,  another  good  spoil  of  the  students. 

‘‘Well,  it's  simply  this,”  began  Daresome,  seriously 
enough.  “  That  villain  is  around  here  or  will  come  again, 
and  there  is  no  telling  what  dastardly  deed  his  evil  mind 
may  work  up  and  execute.” 

“You  are  exactly  right !”  said  Sam  Thorpe. 

His  close  experience  with  the  old  rascal  led  him  to  ex¬ 
pect  any  sort  of  violence. 

“And  so,  I  think  we  ought  to  get  him  fixed  where  he 
can't  do  any  more  injury  to  any  one!” 

“But  aren't  the  authorities  going  after  him  anyway?” 
asked  Chester  Brown,  a  lame  lad. 

“Yes,  of  course  they  are,”  said-  Dick.  “But,  fellows  of 
Merrivale  Academy,  have  we  ever  let  any  one  beat  us  to  the 
goal  vet,  in  spite  of  any  odds?” 

The  lads  gave  a  cheer. 

“No!” 


Dick  smiled  confidently. 

“Well,  then,  let’s  show  the  authorities  of  this  part  of 
Maine  that  we  fellows  can  do  a  little  posseeing  ourselves ! 
Are  you  willing?” 

The  others  gave  a  louder  cheer,  and  a  chorus  of  mighty 
affirmation. 


“Yes!'’  “Sure,  Mike!”  “You  bet  your  life!”  and 
other  such  usual  signs  of  agreement. 

Dick  turned  toward  the  tent  in  which  he  and  Sam  were 
holding  their  quarters. 

“I  knew  you  fellows  would  agree,  and  I’ll  tell  you  my 
plan  as  soon  as  I’ve  talked  to  Aubrey  about  it.  But  mum’s 
the  word,  now !” 

He  hurried  into  some  dry  clothes  and  then  rambled  about 
to  see  Aubrey  the  cook. 

This  artist  in  the  art  of  good  things  to  eat — and  he  was 
indeed  an  artist,  as  every  Merrivale  lad  would  have  taken 
oath — was  skilled  in  all  the  craft  of  that  country. 

“Say,  Aubrey,”  asked  Dick.  “Did  you  ever  hear  of 
that  old  gink,  Crazy  Jake?” 

The  cook  whirled  about,  angrily,  at  the  mere  mention 
of  the  name. 

“Ye  jest  reckon  I  hev!”  cried  he.  “Thet  rascal  spiled 
all  my  lines  one  spring  and  all  my  traps  one  winter.  I’d 
like  ter  ketch  him  !  The  old  varmint!” 

Daresome  laughed. 

“Well,  he  came  near  spoiling  my  life  line,”  said  he. 
Then  he  recounted  in  detail  the  experience  with  the  old 
hermit.  Aubrey  nodded  every  little  bit. 

“Yep,  jV-t  exactly  the  way  he  does.  I  don’t  think  the 
old  ras/jaPs  so  crazy  es  he  is  jest  plain  devilish!  I  wish 
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they'd  land  him  and  fix  him  wliar  he’d  never  trouble  no 
one  no  more!” 

Daresome  chuckled  as  he  drew  the  cook  aside. 

“You  know  all  about  this  country  around  here,  don’t 
you?”  asked  Dick. 

“I  shore  do,”  said  Aubrey.  “I’ve  been  a  guide  for  a 
long  time,  only  cooks  is  scurcer  than  guides  around  Rod¬ 
ney  an’  it  pays  better  money.” 

“Well,  then,  if  I  can  get  you  a  day  off  to  take  an  excur¬ 
sion  with  us  to-morrow,  will  you  go  along  and  lead  the  way 
to  that  old  fellow’s  stamping-ground?” 

The  cook  danced  with  glee. 

“Ye  kin  bet  yer  grandfather’s  watch  that  I  will,”  said 
he.  “I  don’t  ’xactly  know  the  identical  spot  whar  the  ras¬ 
cal  has  his  shack,  ’kase  he  changes  every  now  and  then,  ter 
dodge  folks.  But  I’ll  lead  ye  thar  by  the  directest  route 
ter  that  part  of  the  mountains,  and  we  kin  make  a  day  of 
it!” 

Dick  pounded  him  on  the  back. 

“All  right,  Aubrey,”  laughed  the  youth.  “You’ve  not 
been  out  ou  any  expeditions  with  the  Merrivale  fellows 
yet,  and  you’ll  find  out  that  we  are  not  in  the  featherweight 
class  when  it  comes  to  holding  down  the  trouble!” 

Aubrey  chuckled  as  he  gestured  with  a  pan. 

“Good!  Ye’ll  need  yer  stickin’  powers  ef  ye’ll  hold 
yer  own  with  the  pace  I’ll  set  ye  fer  to-morror’s  trip.  Ye’ve 
got  ter  walk  it — every  step- — and  it’s  a  good  long  trot !” 

Dick  was  nowise  averse. 

“We  will  be  ready  to  start  after  sunup,”  said  the  youth, 
and  he  went  to  get  permission  for  the  jaunt  from  Mac- 
Kenzie,  the  young  mathematics  instructor  of  Merrivale 
Academy,  who  had  charge  of  their  camp. 

This  fellow  was  not  so  very  old-  himself,  and  was  just 
out  of  a  big  Eastern  university,  and  full  to  the  brim  with 
love  of  good  sport  and  fun. 

So  he  readily  agreed  on  one  condition. 

“What’s  your  condition?”  asked  Dick,  fearing  it  might 
interfere  with  their  fun. 

“Just  that  I  go  along  and  join  in  the  excitement,”  said 
MacKenzie,  with  his  engaging  smile. 

“Why — why — of  course,”  responded  Dick.  “We’ll  be 
glad  to  have  you.” 

Inwardly  he  was  not  so  pleased,  yet  he  controlled  his 
feelings,  for  he  had  known  of  many  cases  where  the  in¬ 
structor  had  proved  of  value  to  them  in  their  sports  and 
adventures. 

“We’ll  be  ready  to  start  the  first  thing  in  the  morning,” 
said  Dick,  “and  I’ll  hurry  to  tell  the  fellows  about  it.” 

What  he  did  tell  the  fellows  was  to  keep  discreetly  silent 
about  the  chase  for  the  old  hermit. 

“We  will,”  they  promised,  and  then  the  boys  all  congre¬ 
gated  about  the  supper  table  to  enjoy  the  steaming  food 
set  forth  by  skillful  Aubrey  and  his  assistants. 

That  night  they  retired  early  after  some  jolly  songs 
about  the  campfire. 

They  expected  great  tests  of  their  endurance  on  the  mor¬ 
row,  nor  were  they  doomed  to  disappointment.  It  was  to 
turn  out  one  of  the  hardest  tasks  that  the  ambitious  lads 
had  ever  set  themselves. 

But  they  did  not  let  future  worries  keep  them  from  their 
happy,  restful  slumbers. 

At  daybreak  the  cheery  voice  of  Aubrey  echoed  through 
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tht*  camp,  taking  the  place  of  the  long  roll  of  drums  at  a 
military  encampment. 

“Wake  up,  lads,  time  ter  be  gettin’  along!”  bellowed  the 
honest  chap,  with  lusty  lungs. 

Dick  and  Sam  sprang  out  of  their  bunks  the  same  in¬ 
stant,  and  after  their  morning  dips — very  hurried,  this  day 
— they  returned  to  dress  in  their  roughest  garb  tor  the 
long  tramp. 

The  breakfast  was  soon  finished  and  then  twenty  or 
more  lads  were  off  on  the  walk,  following  Dick  and  Aubrey, 
who  took  the  head  of  the  procession. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

A  ROUGH  ROAD  TO  VICTORY. 

After  a  secret  conference,  Dick  and  Aubrey  had  decided 
that  one  rifle,  in  the  custody  of  the  guide,  would  suffice. 

“We  mustn't  arouse  suspicions  with  MacKenzie,”  said 
Dick,  “or  he'll  not  let  us  go !” 

“Ye’re  right,”  said  Aubrey.  “I’ll  jest  say  I'm  carry  in’ 
this  along  fer  some  chance  game.” 

So  it  was  that  all  of  the  party  were  unarmed  except  the 
cook-guide,  and  it  was  to  turn  out  later  that  Dick  would 
pay  bitterly  for  his  over-confidence  in  the  defensive  ability 
of  that  one  gun. 

But  of  that,  more  anon. 

“You  seem  to  have  a  pretty  definite  place  to  go  to,”  said 
MacKenzie,  a  little  suspiciously.  “I  thought  this  was  just 
to  be  a  long  ramble?” 

Aubrey  laughed. 

“Wall,  I  thought  I’d  take  the  lads  in  a  straight  line 
toward  that  bluish  mountain  over  thar — they’s  a  fine  view, 
and  it’ll  do  them  good  to  rough  it.” 

Rough  it  they  surely  did,  for  the  way  led  through  the 
wild  forest. 

Up  and  down  hill  they  went,  tramping  through  thickets 
and  brake. 

Over  creeks  and  brooks,  using  the  big  scattered  rocks  as 
bridges  sometimes,  more  often,  however,  wading  up  to  the 
waist. 

It  was  a  racking  pace  that  the  guide  set  up. 

Dick  Daresome  took  a  flying  header  over  a  bank  whose 
green  edges  concealed  the  pitfall  on  the  other  side. 

Splash ! 

Our  hero  landed  in  a  brook  with  terrific  suddenness 
which  took  away  his  breath.  He  choked  and  gasped  as  he 
floundered  about  for  an  instant. 

“Wow  !”  exclaimed  Dick  at  last,  as  he  paddled  across  the 
stream,  “I  nearly  took  a  trip  to  Davy  Jones’  locker  that 
time!  Now  I’ll  have  the  fun  of  watching  you  fellows  get 
across !” 

It  was  a  hard  task  for  the  others  who  were  following 
close  behind. 

They  stopped  and  looked  up  and  down  the  bank  for  a 
bridge  of  stones,  logs  or  anything  else. 

“Hustle  up  thar!”  said  Aubrey,  now  advanced  from  cook 
to  leader  of  the  expedition.  He  had  lagged  behind,  talk¬ 


ing  to  MacKenzie,  but  when  lie  saw  the  cause  of  the  diffi¬ 
culty  he  came  forward. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  to  hustle  us,  Aubrey,  except 
to  lead  a  swim  as  Dick  did?”  asked  Skinniman  Perkins. 

But  the  guide  pointed  down  the  stream. 

“Thar’s  a  little  ford,  ef  old  Nature  hain’t  changed  the 
lav  o’  the  land  sence  I  took  this  trip  last  time.” 

The  lads  hastened  down  and  found  that  they  could  fol¬ 
low  him  across  about  kneedeep  in  the  water. 

Then  they  rejoined  Daresome  who  was  drying  off  rapidly 
in  the  heat  of  the  sun.  It  was  a  beautiful  summer  day, 
warm  and  yet  not  too  hot  to  make  walking  unpleasant. 

After  a  couple  of  hours  the  lads  covered  about  eight 
miles  across  country.  They  were  far  from  the  mountain 
on  which  the  old  hermit  was  said  to  camp  out,  but  they 
came  to  a  rolling  sort  of  foothill  which  led  to  the  base  of 
the  mountain  side. 

Up  this  they  went,  for  the  shortest  way  lay  in  a  direct 
line.  The  guide  called  to  Dick  and  Sam  who  were  ever 
in  the  fore  front  of  the  advance. 

“Hey,  you  boys  better  be  keerful,  you’re  headed  toward 
the  big  precipice  which  hangs  over  Moose  Lake.” 

“What’s  that?”  asked  Dick,  with  curiosity.  “I  have 
not  heard  of  that  particular  lake.” 

The  guide  pointed  to  the  right. 

“Wall,  it’s  jest  one  of  these  Maine  lakes — there’s  as 
many  lakes  as  there  is  names  to  go  round,  and  sometimes 
they  run  short  of  names  and  turns  ’em  inside  out  and  out¬ 
side  in,  and  calls  the  results  Injun  names!  But  look  out, 
'fer  that’s  a  treacherous  hillside.” 

The  fact  that  there  was  any  sort  of  danger  naturally 
made  these  decidedly  human  lads  crave  to  have  a  look. 

So,  despite  the  warning,  Sam  hustled  up  the  hillside, 
followed  by  Dick  and  the  others,  in  the  direction  indicated. 

They  soon  reached  the  precipice,  and  indeed  it  was  a 
steep  declivity,  turning  as  it  sloped  or  rather  dropped 
downward,  at  such  an  angle  that  it  verily  hung  over  the 
lake. 

“I  wouldn’t  take  a  dive  off  that  place  for  anything  in 
this  world,”  said  Dick  Daresome,  with  a  laugh.  Yet  that 
very  speech  was  to  be  disproven  within  a  few  minutes,  for 
it  often  happens  in  life  that  one  minute  we  do  what  we 
scoff  at  the  minute  before. 

Sam  peered  gingerly  over  the  edge  of  the  cliff,  and  the 
other  lads  clustered  around. 

“Don't  go  too  near  that  place,”  said  Dick  to  his  tent- 
mate. 

But  Sam  evidently  did  not  realize  how  closely  he  was 
venturing  to  the  danger  line.  The  depths  of  the  blue  lake 
below  fascinated  him.  He  experienced  that  curious  sense 
of  lightheadedness  which  people  sometimes  feel  when  look¬ 
ing  down  from  a  height. 

He  became  unsteady,  just  the  merest  fraction,  as  he  stood 
there  on  the  brink  of  the  steep  declivity. 

“Get  back,  Sam,  you're  too  far  out!”  said  Skinniman 
Perkins. 

Sam  realized  this  himself  now  and  he  started  quickly 
backward.  At  the  particular  spot  in  which  he  was  stand¬ 
ing  there  was  a  rolling  sod  formation,  covering  the  hisrh 
rocks  which  composed  the  bluff. 

Sam's  foot,  in  his  nervous  hurry,  slipped  and  down  he 
sat,  as  his  friends  gave  a  horrified  yell  of  warning. 
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Over  the  brink  he  slid,  trying  vainly  to  hold  himself 
with  his  clutching  lingers. 

O  c 

“Great  Scott !"  cried  Daresome. 

Down  went  tlie  lad,  and  the  others  sprang  to  his  aid,  but 
it  was  too  late.  lor  before  they  could  reach  him,  to  give  a 
saving  yank,  the  unfortunate  chap  sailed  over  the  rolling 
edge  down  to  the  waters  below. 

Biff ! 

Sam  s  body  hit  the  waters  almost  flatly  with  a  terrific 
thud.  It  was  evident  that  the  blow  was  a  bad  one,  for 
the  lads,  peering  with  anxiety  and  horror  over  the  cliff, 
save  his  closed  eyes  and  white  face  as  he  sank  into  the 
water. 

His  body  and  arms  were  limp  and  lifeless  apparently ! 

“Hes  unconscious!”  cried  Skinniman,  who  had  obtained 
the  best  view  by  holding  himself  out  over  the  edge,  well 
anchored  on  a  jutting  rock. 

“What  can  we  do?”  asked  Alan  Brownson  in  despair,  as 
he  gazed  about. 

“We  can't  get  down  there  quickly  enough,  around  the 
curve  of  the  hill,”  mourned  Skinniman,  “and  yet,  some¬ 
thing  must  be  done  mighty  quickly!” 

“Has  any  one  a  rope?”  cried  Dick  Daresome,  looking 
about  for  some  means  of  sudden  assistance. 

“No,  and  a  rope  wouldn’t  help  anyway — it’s  too  far 
down,  and  where  Sam  went  in  is  about  a.  hundred  feet 
from  the  shore — except  the  foot  of  these  rocks  which  we 
can’t  reach !” 

Alan  shook  his  head  despairingly  as  he  spoke  these  words. 

“Giminy  crickets,  boys,”  yelled  Skinniman  from  his  van¬ 
tage  point,  “you  must  do  something,  for  he’s  come  up  the 
second  time  and  gone  down  again !” 

This  was  the  time  for  action,  as  our  thoughtful  Dick 
realized.  No  opportunity  for  experiment,  but  quick,  de¬ 
cisive  work  must  be  done  to  save  the  lad  unconscious  from 
his  flat  fall  upon  the  surface  of  the  lake. 

Just  then  Aubrey  and  MacKenzie  hustled  up  in  a  fever 
of  apprehension. 

“I  warned  ye  agin  that  precipice!”  yelled  Aubrey. 

“Well,  it’s  too  late  to  cry  over  it  now,”  said  Dick.  “I’ve 
got  to  act.  There,  some  of  you  fellows  shy  that  heavy  over¬ 
turned  root  into  the  water,  near  where  Sam  is,  and  be  care¬ 
ful  not  too  near!  I’m  going  down!” 

With  these  words,  the  lad  quickly  kicked  off  his  shoes, 
tossed  his  cap  aside,  and  without  more  ado,  took  a  graceful 
header  over  the  cliff. 

It  was  a  daring  deed,  for  from  such  a  height  it  was  im¬ 
perative  to  have  some  depth  of  water  in  which  to  dive. 

Yet  Dick  Daresome  had  not  hesitated  an  instant  after 
making  up  his  mind. 

Whizzing  through  the  air,  his  arched  body  made  a  beau¬ 
tiful  dive,  and  he  went  neatly  into  the  water  near  the  spot 
where  Sam  had  fallen. 

Almost  at  the  same  instant  the  root  of  an  old  chopped 
tree  was  tumbled  over  the  precipice  into  the  water.  There 
it  splashed  terrifically  and  then  bobbed  about  on  the  sur¬ 
face,  for  it  was  dry  and  floated  well. 

Meanwhile  Daresome,  with  stout  heart,  was  going  down 
and  down. 

“the !  1  hope  I  don’t  bump  my  coko !”  he  thought,  as  he 
held  hi-  bands  before  bis  bead. 

At  last  he  struck  bottom,  but  he  eased  the  force  of  the 


descent  with  his  outstretched  arms,  and  then  he  turned 
toward  the  upper  surface  again. 

It  seemed  to  the  swimming  lad  that  his  mad  strokes 
would  never  bring  him  to  the  surface. 

At  last  he  bobbed  up  and  saw  above  him,  high  over  the 
edge  of  the  precipice,  the  fat  face  of  Skinniman  Perkins. 

“Get  him,  Dick!”  shouted  the  lad,  “he’s  to  the  right 
there — last  time  up!” 

Dick  whirled  to  the  right,  groping  out  for  a  hold  on  his 
sinking  friend.  But  Skinniman,  in  his  excitement,  had 
made  a  mistake  and  judged  from  his  own  position. 

This  was  the  opposite  as  that  from  which  Dick  was  look¬ 
ing,  and  it  caused  a  grievous  mistake. 

Dick  floundered  about  in  a  frenzy  of  worriment.  But 
no  Sam  could  he  find,  for  Dick  had  turned  to  his  own  right, 
and  Skinniman’s  left!  • 

“Quick,  there — turn  to  the  other  way!”  screeched  Per¬ 
kins,  seeing  his  mistake. 

Daresome  whirled  about  in  the  water,  but  no  trace  could 
he  see  of  Sam  Thorpe. 

“He’s  a  goner!”  muttered  Dick.  “Down  for  the  last 
time,  too — that’s  fatal,”  thought  Dick,  “but  I’ll  save  him  if 
I  die  trying  out  for  it.” 

He  took  ■&  long  breath  and  collected  all  his  energies, 
then  dived  downward  in  the  direction  indicated  by  Skinni¬ 
man  on  the  jutting  rock  high  above. 

If  he  were  on  the  wrong  direction  there  was  no  telling 
what  would  become  of  poor,  unconscious,  more  than  half 
drowned  Sam  Thorpe! 

But  Dick  made  a  desperate  effort,  and  swam  directly 
toward  the  depths  of  the  lake. 

Groping  and  feeling  in  all  directions  with  his  arms,  he 
propelled  himself  downward  with  a  sort  of  frog  stroke 
with  his  legs. 

Vainly  he  moved  about  when  he  reached  the  bottom  of 
the  body  of  water,  for  not  a  trace  of  his  missing  friend 
could  he  locate  with  his  limited  means  of  search. 

“This  is  terrible,”  thought  Dick,  “and  I  proposed  the 
trip,  so  it’s  up  to  me  to  find  him,  and  I  won’t  swim  up  with¬ 
out  him,  either !” 


CHAPTER  V. 

BATTLING  THE  WATERS. 

>  Daresome  was  a  youth  of  his  word. 

It  seemed  as  if  his  eyeballs  would  pop  forth  from  his 
throbbing  forehead  as  he  felt  about  and  around  him,  hop¬ 
ing  against  hope  that  he  would  touch  his  friend. 

“No  use,  he’s  gone  down  somewhere  else,”  thought  Dick, 
and  he  felt  about  again. 

At  last  Nature  was  stronger  than  Dick’s  will,  for  he 
gave  way  to  exhaustion,  and  gave  an  inward  gasp  despite 
his  firm  set  jaws. 

A  rush  of  water  came  in  between  his  trembling  lips  and 
he  lost  control  of  the  swimming  motions  by  which  he  was 
keeping  himself  down  at  the  bottom. 

Up  his  body  bobbed,  and  Dick  stretched  out  his  arms 
in  a  vain  attempt  to  stay  the  rising. 
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As  he  did  so,  his  arm  touched  some  object  and  the  fingers 
closed  about  some  cloth. 

“I  have  him!”  was  the  brave  youth’s  thought  even  in 
this  terrible  predicament,  as  he  struck  out  for  the  surface 
now;  this  time  he  wished  to  rise,  and  rise  he  did. 

What  a  gasping,  gurgling  breath  the  lad  took,  for  his 
lungs  were  suffering  from  that  unwilling  drink  under  the 
surface. 

“Oh,  but  it’s  good,”  thought  Dick,  as  the  reviving  air 

filled  his  lungs. 

He  tugged  Sam’s  unconscious  body  along  with  him,  but 
it  was  a  grievous  task  he  had  set  for  himself. 

The  unconscious  youth  was  an  absolute  heavyweight,  and 
Dick  realized  that  he  could  never  get  the  lad  to  the  distant 
shore  of  his  own  efforts. 

He  saw  before  him  the  bare  flat  face  of  the  precipice, 
with  no  possibility  of  climbing  up  the  sheer  walls  of  rock. 

“It’s  no  go,”  thought  our  hero  in  despair,  as  he  gave 
himself  up  for  lost. 

Then  he  saw  with  bounding  heart  the  floating  tree  root 
which  he  now'  remembered  having  ordered  the  lads  to  toss 
into  the  water  just  before  he  dived. 

“I’ve  a  chance  yet,  though  a  slim  one,”  thought  Dare- 
some,  and  he  dragged  the  limp  body  after  him  and  caught 
the  floating  tree  root. 

It  was  not  much  of  a  support,  for  it  bobbed  about  in 
the  wrater  tantalizingly. 

Yet  to  Dick  anything  was  better  than  nothing,  and  by 
skillfully  throwing  his  weight,  he  managed  to  support  that 
weight  and  the  weight  of  his  unconscious  friend  with  a 
slight  resting  position  on  the  largest  part  of  the  root. 

“It  can’t  do  forever, ,  though,”  muttered  Dick,  almost 
ready  to  give  up  again,  for  as  the  reader  knows,  there  is  a 
limit  to  all  human  endurance.  Dick  had  been  tested  in 
these  few  brief  minutes  to  that  limit,  for  bis  high  dive  and 
cjuick  recovery,  with  the  search  for  his  friend  were  enough 
to  drain  the  strength  of  any  one. 

Dick  looked  about  him,  and  was  about  to  hallo  for  some 
sort  of  aid  when  the  sound  of  oarlocks  greeted  his  ears. 

Then  a  boat  came  rounding  the  curve  of  the  cliff. 

“Help!”  gasped  Daresome,  faintly. 

“You  jest  bet  I’ll  help!”  cried  the  oarsman,  “I  seen  ye 
do  tfyet  jump,  and  it  ain’t  been  done  off  that  rock  up  there 
since  Injun  tipies,”  said  the  old  fellow. 

Dick  wras  not  anxious  to  argue  about  his  own  prowess, 
but  wanted  relief  instead. 

The  old  fellow,  who  proved  later  to  be  a  farmer  from 
the  neighborhood  out  on  a  little  fishing  tour  all  by  himself, 
brought  the  boat  alongside. 

“Now',  w’e’ll  get  yer  friend,”  said  he,  and  Sam  w*as 
dragged  over  the  side  on  to  the  bottom  of  the  boat. 

Dick  felt  about  to  faint  from  exhaustion  and  strain. 

ire  was  just  on  the  point  of  sinking  back  into  the  w'ater 
himself  when  the  old  fellow'  caught  him  witlila  surprisingly 
strong  grasp. 

“Now,  then,  w'e’ll  jest  get  you  out,  too!”  he  laughed. 
“You  cain’t  get  away  like  this!” 

He  snatched  Dick  up  into  the  boat  by  main  shoulder 
force,  and  our  hero  wfas  saved. 

“There  ain’t  no  time  to  wrnste,”  said  the  old  fellow,  look¬ 
ing  at  the  blue-white  features  of  the  unconscious  Sam. 
“lie’s  a  strong  chap  though,  an’ll  stand  a  little  strain.” 


He  sped  along  with  swift  oar  strokes. 

It  took  a  little  while  to  swung  about  the  rock,  toward 
the  low  sloping  bank,  far  down  the  lakeside.  But  there 
Dick  saw'  the  welcome  sight  of  his  friends  from  camp,  yell¬ 
ing  like  redskins  in  their  jubilation  at  seeing  the  brave  hoy 
again. 

“  Ye’re  great,  Dick,”  shouted  Aubrey,  “git  out  and  now' 
wre’ll  go  back  and  dive  fer  Sam.” 

He  had  not  seen  the  recumbent  form  in  the  bottom  of 
the  boat,  but  merely  believed  that  Dick  had  been  rescued 
in  the  nick  of  time  by  the  countryman. 

He  began  to  tug  at  his  own  clothes,  getting  ready  to 
show  some  of  the  native  prowess  of  a  guide  in  the  water 

But  Dick,  serious  though  the  case  still  w'as,  could  not 
restrain  a  very  audible  smile. 

“Keep  your  shirt  on,  Aubrey,  for  this  kind  man  has 
helped  me  to  get  Sam  out  of  the  w'ater,  too.” 

A  cheer  greeted  the  w7ords. 

The  boat  grounded  upon  the  shore,  and  the  crowd  soon 
had  Sam  out  there  on  the  greensw'ard.  Here  the  practiced 
arts  of  Aubrey  soon  brought  back  color  to  the  white  lips. 

Sam  choked,  opened  his  eyes  as  if  he  were  tired  to  death, 
and  was  lifted  to  a.  sitting  position. 

“By  George,  I  feel  as  if  I  had  every  bone  in  my  body 
broken,”  he  said,  weakly. 

“Well,  you  are  going  to  rest  up  right  around  here  and 
not  take  another  step  further  on  this  trip  with  us,”  said 
MacKenzie,  using  his  authority.  “You  came  mighty  near 
death,  my  boy;  through  your  own  fault.  Only  the  wonder¬ 
ful  bravery  of  Daresome  saved  your  life.” 

Sam  began  to  say  something  to  Dick,  but  that  lad  rudely 
interrupted  him. 

“Cut  out  this  hero  talk,  or  I’ll  take  my  doll  rags  and  go 
home,”  said  Dick.  “And  Sam’s  all  fagged,  and  he’s  got  to 
be  rested  up  somewhere.  I  wonder  w'here?” 

“He  kin  stop  at  my  farmhouse,”  said  the  man  wiio  had 
saved  the  day  with  his  boat.  “It’s  jest  across  the  lake, 
thar.” 

Despite  Sam’s  lusty  objections,  he  wras  sequestered  to 
this  harbor  of  safety  for  a  good  rest.  The  remainder  of 
the  party  started  on,  leaving  Sam  with  hi9  new-found' 
friend. 

“We’ll  call  for  you  on  the  way  back,  and  you’ll  be  feeling 
all  right  then,”  said  Dick  to  his  unwilling  friend.  “Be¬ 
sides,  Sam,  you  know  we  are  going  on  a  perilous  mission, 
and  if  you  gave  down  as  you  well  might  after  that  awful 
jarring  fall,  it  might  queer  the  whole  business.” 

This  w’as  a  different  w'ay  of  looking  at  it,  and  now'  Sam 
was  mollified. 

“Well,  then,  as  you  put  it  that  way,  it’s  all  right,  Dick." 
said  he.  “I  am  just  about  down  and  out,  and  I’ll  pull  to¬ 
gether  after  a  couple  of  hours  rest.” 

“Good-by,  then,”  said  Dick.  “I’ll  soak  the  only  lunatic 
for  you,  Sam,  if  he  does  anything  obstreperous." 

The  boys  went  on  after  their  guide.  From  now  on  they 
decided  to  let  Aubrey  set  the  pace  and  lead  in  earnest,  in¬ 
stead  of  merely  pointing  the  direction  and«following  behind 
as  he  had  done  before. 

“We  won’t  do  any  more  high  dives."  said  Dick.  “It’s 
going  to  he  Aubrey's  look  before  we  leap.  I'm  kind  of 
knocked  out  myself  by  that  experience," 
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I'he  crowd  marched  forward  for  another  hour  and  then 
Aubrey  signalled  that  it  was  time  to  stop  for  some  food. 

“We've  not  gone  more  than  twelve  mile,  but  that’s 
enough  to  raise  an  appetite,”  said  the  guide. 

The  Merrivales  were  willing. 

t  hey  had  divided  up  the  carrying  between  them,  and 
fortunately  Dick’s  turn  at  “toting*'  lunch  had  not  yet 
come.  Accordingly  it  was  intact. 

So  Dick  managed  to  get  a  very  good  snack  and  to  puli 
himself  together  for  more  endurance. 

On  they  went,  again,  and  this  time  they  covered  the  next 
live  miles  in  record  time. 

“It  seems  to  me  that  we  ought  to  get  near  that  old  fel¬ 
low's  headquarters  soon,’*  muttered  Skinniman  Perkins  in¬ 
to  Daresome's  ear  as  the  two  trudged  along. 

“Yes,”  answered  Dick.  “This  looks  like  the  mountain 
— it's  the  one  which  Aubrey  has  been  directing  us  to  all 
the  time.  He  hasn’t  said  anything  so  that  MacKenzie 
would  not  interfere.” 

They  kept  their  eyes  and  ears  alert  now  for  signs  of  the 
hermit. 

As  they  crossed  a  field  they  met  a  farmer  working  a  lit¬ 
tle  patch  of  green  stuff,  hoeing  in  a  discouraged  fashion. 
Dick  and  Skinniman  were  walking  to  the  left  of  the  crowd, 
and  they  espied  this  fellow  when  the  others  did  not. 

“Let's  get  a  little  quiet  information  from  the  man  be¬ 
hind  the  hoe,”  remarked  Dick,  with  a  wink  at  Skinniman. 

The  others  strung  along  unnoticing,  while  Dick  and  his 
friend  went  to  the  man. 

“Hello,  friend,”  said  Daresome,  pleasantly. 

The  man  looked  up  sadly,  as  if  he  had  not  a  friend  in  the 
world. 

“Hello,  yourself,”  he  said  shortly,  not  as  one  angry,  but 
very,  very  sadly. 

“"Why,  what’s  the  trouble,  friend?”  blurted  out  tender¬ 
hearted  Dick,  who  was  sure  and  certain  that  the  poor  fel¬ 
low  must  be  suffering  from  some  sort  of  grief. 

“Oh,  I’m  discouraged,  that’s  all!”  muttered  the  man, 
partly  to  himself. 

“I  don’t  know  what  you’ve  got  to  kick  about,”  laughed 
Skinniman,  looking  at  the  neat  farmhouse  just  in  view 
in  a  clump  of  trees  not  far  away. 

“Well,  there’s  no  use  in  doin’  anything!”  exclaimed  the 
man.  “I’ve  lost  my  barn  last  night — burned  down  and 
not  a  animal  saved.  That’s  the  biggest  mystery  I  evef 
heerd  of,  and  I  don’t  keer  much  about  anything  now.” 

Dick  was  surprised  and  showed  it. 

“How  did  it  catch  fire?”  he  asked. 

“It  didn’t  ketch — it  was  sot  afire,”  said  the  discouraged 
farmer,  as  he  started  away  with  his  hoe  again. 

“Well,  are  you  going  to  give  up  like  this — why  don’t 
you  investigate?”  queried  Skinniman,  impatiently. 

The  man  shook  his  head. 

“There  ain’t  no  other  farmhouse  within  two  mile  of 
here,  and  there  ain’t  no  way  of  suspectin’  any  one.” 

“Have  you  any  enemies?”  asked  Dick. 

“Nope — always  tried  to  help  every  one  in  the  world,” 

said  the  other.  “That’s  why  it  don’t  pay  ter  be  decent 

ter  anv  man !” 

«/ 

Dick  was  thinking  hard  and  rapidly. 

“Say,”  said  he.  “Did  you  ever  hear  of  Crazy  Jake 
around  these  parts?” 


The  farmer  looked  up  with  a  flash  of  astonishment,  as 
he  surveyed  his  questioner. 

“Why,  yes,  but — but - ” 

“Just  exactly,”  sang  out  Daresome  in  convinced  tones, 
“I’d  suspect  that  man  if  he  were  within  ten  miles  of  me, 
of  any  sort  of  meanness  in  the  dictionary.” 

“But  Crazy  Jake  is  as  harmless  as  a  kitten,”  said  the 
farmer,  “only  last  evening  at  supper  time  my  wife  passed 
him  out  some  food  as  he  went  past  our  house.  He  is  jest 
a  crazy  hermit,  that’s  all,  you  know.” 

“Well,  I  know  this,”  responded  Daresome  with  spirit, 
“that  the  harmless  old  gink  tried  to  kill  me  several  times 
yesterday — at  ambush,  and  other  ways.” 

“He  did?”  cried  the  other.  “Why,  he’s  been  a-living 
up  the  mountainside  thar  these  forty-odd  years !” 

Dick  Daresome  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“I  suppose  your  ancient  friend  behaves  himself  about 
here,  and  takes  an  eighteen-mile  walk  or  so  before  he  lets 
loose  his  real  cussedness.  But  I  know  what  he  tried  to  do 
to  me!  And  he  won’t  try  it  again,  either.” 

The  farmer  was  alert  now,  and  apparently  a  different 
man  from  the  one  they  had  first  accosted. 

Dick’s  party  was  now  out  of  view  ahead  of  them  to  the 
right.  Our  hero  decided  that  he  had  better  catch  up  with 
his  friends,  and  so  he  determined  to  get  some  rapid-fire  in¬ 
formation  from  the  farmer. 

“Wasn’t  he  around  here  about  supper  time — just  before 
dark  last  evening?”  asked  Daresome^ pointedly. 

“Doggone  my  cats,  ef  he  wasn’t!”  cried  the  other  by 
way  of  response. 

“Yes,  and  I’ll  bet  that’s  the  way  you’ll  explain  away  that 
fired  barn  before  long.  We’re  going  to  nab  this  old  rascal, 
and  I  think  we  can  explain  a  good  many  things  when  we 
do.” 

“I’ll  help  ye!”  cried  the  farmer.  “I’ll  go  look  up  my 
shotgun  and  come  with  you!” 

Dick  smiled  knowingly. 

“I  just  thought  we’d  get  a  rise  out  of  you,”  he  said. 
“Just  where  does  this  old  fellow  camp  out?” 

“He  changes  around,”  said  the  farmer.  “The  last 
place  he  had  his  hut  was  up  the  old  mountain  side  there.” 

He  pointed  to  the  left,  on  the  ascending  slope  of  the  big 
mountain. 

“Up  there  at  the  head  of  that  glen.” 

Dick  gave  Skinniman  a  glance. 

“Let’s  get  a  hustle  on  and  see  if  we  can’t  corral  the  old 
fellow  then,  Skinniman.  Are  you  coming  along,  mister?” 

The  farmer  nodded. 

“Yep!  You  jest  bet  I  am;  but  I’m  going  home  to  get 
my  gun  first.” 

Dick  thought  this  a  good  plan. 

“Well,  you’d  better  bring  along  some  good  stout  clothes¬ 
lines  for  tying  purposes,”  said  Dick.  “If  we  get  him 
we  can’t  carry  him  back  in  our  hands-  to  the  village  of 
Rodney,  which  is  the  county-seat.” 

'The  farmer  threw  down  his  hoe  right  in  the  field  and 
hustled  toward  the  farmhouse. 

“We  must  get  the  rest  of  the  crowd  going  in  the  right 
direction,”  said  Dick,  “as  they’re  headed  now  they’ll  miss 
that  whole  part  of  the  mountain.  And  I  have  good  reason 
to  believe  that  this  chance  talk  will  send  us  in  the  right 
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direction.  Don’t  you  want  to  get  the  others  corning  our 
way,  Skinn Lman?” 

Perkins  nodded,  and  started  on  a  dogtrot  after  the 
others,  for  though  a  heavyweight  he  was  in  good  condition 
and  had  some  surprising  speed  reserve  force,  when  occa¬ 
sion  demanded. 

Dick  stood  in  a  quandary,  gazing  up  the  mountain¬ 
side  in  the  direction  pointed  out  by  the  farmer. 

“I’ll  wait  until  the  granger  joins  me,  and  then  we’ll 
start  up  together.  By  that  time  the  rest  of  the  bunch 
will  be  headed  for  there,  too.  Then  we’ll  all  give  Crazy 
Jake  the  surprise  of  his  four  hundred  and  some  odd  years.” 

Just  then  Dick  spied  a  figure  moving  up  the  mountain¬ 
side  and  the  quick-witted  lad  snatched  up  the  hoe  and  be¬ 
gan  digging  away  with  it. 

“That’s  old  whitey,  as  sure  as  I’m  alive,”  muttered 
Dick. 

Although  it  was  a  long  way  up,  Daresome  could  see  with 
his  keen  eyes  the  white  hair  and  beard  which  were  so  char¬ 
acteristic  of  the  man  they  were  searching  for. 

“This  is  great  luck,”  thought  Dick,  as  he  dug  away  and 
glanced  sidelong. 

The  man  disappeared  in  some  trees,  and  Dick  did  some 
rapid  thinking. 

“If  that  fellow  is  allowed  to  ramble  along  there  .unmo¬ 
lested  and  unwatched,  there’s  no  telling  where  he  may  dis¬ 
appear  to.  That  would  spoil  our  whole  search.” 

He  swung  the  hoe  on  his  shoulder  carelessly  and  started 
toward  the  sheltering  trees  which  edged  the  field. 

“If  he  saw  me,  I  won’t  give  him  a  clue  that  it’s  not  our 
farmer  friend!” 

Dick  strolled  along  in  a  most  ambling  manner  until  he 
had  put  some  trees  between  himself  and  the  distant  man. 

Then  he  becatne  all  action. 

“I  will  follow  that  old  reptile  myself!”  quoth  Dick. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

TIIE  MANIAC’S  TRICKERY. 

Daresome  started  to  toss  the  hoe  aside. 

Then  he  changed  his  mind  and  swung  it  down  at  his 
side,  as  a  hunter  “trails  arms,”  for  he  remembered  that  a 
hoe  could  be  used  for  something  besides  digging  potatoes. 

“I'll  use  it  if  I  need  it,”  thought  Dick.  “Meanwhile, 
I'll  get  on  the  trail.” 

Ep  the  hillside  he  went. 

The  gradual  slope  grew  into  the  rising  ground  of  the 
big  mountain  which  was  not  precipitous,  but  smooth  and 
yet  ever  rising  in  altitude. 

Dick  hastened  onward,  in  the  direction  which  lie  knew 
was  that  of  the  man. 

In  his  eagerness  he  made  a  mistake  which  is  not  very 
frequent,  under  sucli  circumstances.  Instead  of  believing 
that  he  ha:l  ‘covered  more  ground  than  was  the  reality. 
Dick  Daresome  went  much  further  than  he  had  expected 
or  suspected. 

Suddenly  before  his  surprised  eyes,  there  loomed  up  a 


little  pointed  shack  or  hut,  made  of  loose  boards,  crudely 
nailed  together,  with  the  chinks  showing  all  the  way 

around. 

Before  this  little  excuse  for  a  building,  Dick  beheld  a 
big  tiro  crackling. 

“What  on  earth  can  any  one  want  a  fire  burning  for  on 
such  a  hot  afternoon  as  this?”  muttered  Daresome  to  him¬ 
self.  He  gazed  about  quizzically,  sheltering  himself  be¬ 
hind  the  bole  of  a  tree. 

Not  a  solitary  object  of  life  was  in  sight,  and  the  sound 
indicating  its  existence  was  the  singing  of  the  birds  in  the 
tree  tops  above  his  head. 

“Deuced  queer,  all  right!”  thought  our  hero,  still  taking 
in  the  vista  with  great  care  and  caution. 

Nothing  was  in  sight,  and  so  Dick  cautiously  advanced 
toward  the  hut. 

He  peered  inside  this  and  discovered  a  sight  which 
brought  a  silent  chuckle. 

“Whoever  this  is,  he  is  certainly  a  collector  of  booze 
bottles !”  thought  our  hero,  as  he  gazed  into  the  small 
quarters. 

The  only  furniture  that  he  could  see  was  a  rough  pallet 
on  the  floor  in  one  corner,  a  lot  of  kitchen  utensils  in  the 
other,  and  in  the  rear  of  the  small  house  or  hut  a  great 
pile  of  liquor  bottles  of  all  shapes  and  sizes. 

Dick  sniffed  the  air. 

“Hull!  There’s  some  perfume  of  the  saloon  blossom  in 
the  air  right  now,”  he  muttered.  “Some  whisky  has  been 
opened  around  here  within  the  last  half  hour.” 

Then  he  heard  the  crackling  of  a  twig  in  the  under¬ 
brush  to  one  side. 

There  was  no  possibility  of  getting  away,  and  something 
told  Daresome  to  step  inside  the  hut,  behind  the  shelter  of 
the  corner. 

Hardly  had  he  done  this  than  there  was  a  crunching  of 
heavy  footsteps  nearby. 

A  form  hurried  through  the  bushes  and  flopped  down 
upon  the  ground  near  the  fire.  Peering  carefully  about, 
Dick  Daresome  saw  no  other  a  person,  than  the  white- 
haired  hermit  whom  they  had  been  pursuing! 

“Great  Jehosaphat !  Instead  of  trapping  him.  he  has 
trapped  me,”  muttered  Dick  under  his  breath. 

It  was  a  terrible  situation ! 

The  old  maniac  sat  down  on  the  ground  by  the  side  of 
his  fire  and  held  his  weather-tanned  hands  over  the  blaze, 
as  if  he  were  cold! 

What  a  grewsome  sight! 

Then  the  old  fellow  pulled  forth  three  whisky  flasks  and 
set  them  up  on  the  ground. 

“Ah,  ha,  my  beauties!”  he  muttered  in  thick  tones  of 
bestial  joy.  “Ah,  my  sweeties!” 

He  caressed  each  bottle  with  his  hands,  and  then  finally 
took  a  swig  from  one  of  them. 

“Now  is  the  time  to  act,”  thought  our  hero.  “Here, 
his  gun  is  ten  feet  away,  and  maybe  1  can  wallop  him  one 
on  the  coko  and  get  the  gun  in  the  meantime.” 

As  he  pondered  this  action,  Dick  shook  his  head. 

“No  I  won't  even  do  that  with  a  crazy  man  who  luu 
tried  to  kill  me — I  won't  strike  an  unsuspecting  man  be¬ 
hind  his  back.” 

As  he  was  thinking,  he  suddenly  heard  voices  in  the  dis- 
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tanoo  and  one  of  them  he  recognized  as  that  of  Skinniman 

Perkins. 

The  old  hermit  pricked  up  his  ears  like  a  hound  and 
leaped  to  his  feet  with  animal  alacrity.  He  resembled  an 
animal  more  than  a  human  being,  thought  Dick.  And  the 
cause  of  it  all — years  of  bestial  solitary  tippling  and  drunk¬ 
enness — was  evident  to  the  concealed  watcher. 

Dick  held  his  breath  waiting  for  a  chance  to  act. 

He  still  carried  the  hoe,  and  he  thought  this  might  come 
m  hand}'.  Little  did  he  realize  how  ineffectual  an  ordinary 
blow  would  be  upon  the  poll  of  this  old  sinner ! 

The  voices  came  nearer  and  nearer. 

To  his  horror  Dick  saw  the  old  rascal  snatch  up  his 
rifle  and  slip  behind  a  big  tree,  concealed  from  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  the  approaching  lads. 

“Ha,  ha!"  chuckled  he,  not  three  yards  from  where  Dick 
stood.  "Pll  kill  ’em — I'll  kill  ’em — ha,  ha — a  little  blood 
makes  whisky  better !” 

Dick  saw  that  the  man  could  pick  off  at  least  one  of  the 
approaching  party.  He  was  certain  that  the  youths  were 
unsuspecting  of  the  nearness  of  the  quarry,  to  judge  from 
their  careless  approach. 

It  was  a  question  of  personal  safety  and  seeing  one  of 
his  friends  slain  in  cold  blood  by  this  heartless  old  wretch 
v  ith  the  rifle. 

"I  can’t  stand  it !”  exclaimed  Dick  Daresome,  and  he 
sprang  forth  from  his  concealment  without  a  word. 

'  Biff! 

He  brought  the  handle  of  the  hoe  across  the  body  of  the 
maniac  with  all  his  might. 

Instead  of  striking  the  man  in  the  back  of  the  head,  he 
hit  the  old  fellow’s  tough  neck  and  the  blow  failed  its  pur¬ 
pose. 

"Oooh!”  grunted  the  surprised  hermit  as  he  whirled 
about,  staggering  from  the  blow. 

When  he  spied  his  assailant  and  recognized  him  as  no 
ether  than  the  youth  who  had  slain  his  cur  the  day  before, 
the  reader  can  imagine  the  line  of  oaths  and  words  of 
hatred  which  poured  forth  from  that  patriarchal  fringe 
of  white  whiskers ! 

He  dropped  his  own  weapon  by  a  fortunate  chance,  and 
sprang  for  Dick  with  both  hands  stretched  forward  like 
claws. 

In  his  rage  the  man  going  still  further  back,  becoming 
even  more  of  an  animal  than  ever. 

The  approaching  lads  had  reached  the  rear  side  of  the 
hut  by  this  time  and  their  leaders  caught  a  glimpse  of  this 
surprising  scene. 

"Run,  Dick — get  away!”  shouted  Skinniman. 

Daresome  turned  and  tried  to  flee.  But  the  effort  was 
not  successful. 

"Slide  for  it!”  cried  Alan,  hoping  that  his  comrade 
might  elude  the  old  fellow  by  a  baseball  trick. 

But  it  was  all  of  no  use. 

His  friends  called  in  vain  ! 

The  old  hermit  with  wild  fury,  sprang  at  Dick  from  the 
rear.  Hi-  hairy  hands  tightened  about  the  lad’s  throat 
and  the  old  man  struggled  to  thrust  Daresome  into  the 
Are  nearby! 

Dick  was  helpless! 

"He’ll  kill  him!”  cried  Skinniman  in  horror. 


"No,  he  won’t!”  cried  Aubrey,  close  behind  with  nis 
trusty  rifle ! 

The  guide  knew  that  if  he  were  to  shoot  to  kill  he  might 
hit  Dick  Daresome  as  well  as  the  other.  Instead  then,  he 
fired  his  gun  above  the  hermit’s  head. 

It  was  near  enough  to  mean  business,  and  the  interrup¬ 
tion  disconcerted  the  maniac  from  his  purpose. 

Daresome’s  tongue  was  protruding  from  the  awful  vice- 
like  grip  of  the  madman’s  hands. 

Yet  the  crazy  fellow  knew  that  he  would  have  to  pay 
the  penalty  with  capture  if  he  remained  another  minute. 

He  started  to  flee,  and  threw  Dick’s  head  back  with  all 
his  force.  The  lad  hit  the  ground  with  a  thud,  but  pulling 
himself  together,  leaped  to  his  feet  to  pursue. 

The  maniac  had  dashed  directly  for  Skinniman  Perkins, 
who  had  leaped  to  intercept  his  escape. 

"I’ll  kill  you !”  muttered  the  crazy  fellow. 

"Not  on  your  tintype,”  exclaimed  our  fat  friend,  who 
swung  back  and  brought  a  right  arm  curler  straight  into 
the  old  man’s  stomach. 

The  hermit  doubled  up  at  this  unexpected  blow,  and  as 
he  did  so,  he  tripped  over  Perkins’  outstretched  foot. 

This  was  what  the  lad  intended,  and  he  chuckled  glee¬ 
fully  as  he  beheld  the  old  fellow  take  a  somersault  that  was 
not  down  on  the  programme. 

"That  will  teach  him!”  muttered  the  heavyweight  as  he 
proceeded  to  pounce  on  the  maniac,  as  the  others  rushed 
up  to  aid. 

It  took  but  a  little  persuasion  of  a  fistic  nature  to  make 
the  old  rascal  know  that  he  was  in  the  clutches  of  law  and 
order  for  once. 

"We’ll  blow  your  blooming  head  off  if  you  don’t  stay 
still !”  muttered  Dick,  still  angry  at  the  terrific  choking  he 
had  received. 

His  voice  was  husky  yet  from  it. 

"That  old  rascal  squeezed  my  Adam’s  apple  until  I  could 
taste  cider,”  continued  Dick. 

This  brought  a  laugh  from  every  one  but  the  old  rascal, 
who  was  cursing  and  howling  in  a  terrible  rage. 

"Shut  up,  or  we’ll  finish  you  right  now  and  save  our¬ 
selves  the  trouble  of  turning  you  over  to  the  authorities. 
You  ought  to  be  hung  right  now,”  said  MacKenzie,  pretty 
thoroughly  indignant. 

He  did  not  know  the  extent  of  the  matter  until  Skinni- 
man  unburdened  the  whole  tiling. 

"Well,  this  beats  the  Dutch !”  he  exclaimed,  as  he  heard 
all  the  details.  "You  boys  stole  a  march  on  me  sure 
enough.  I  suspected  something,  but  had  no  idea  that  it 
was  anything  like  this !” 

"Well,  we  are  repaid  if  we  can  jug  this  old  rascal.  I 
think  he  ought  to  be  hung,”  said  Alan. 

The  old  hermit  calmed  down  a  little  as  he  heard  these 
words.  His  face  lighted  up  with  a  cunning  smile. 

"Oh,  ho!  You  can’t  do  nothing  to  me,”  he  said,  “I’m 
crazy !  All  they  can  do  is  to  send  me  to  an  asylum — I’m 
crazy,  and  so  I  ain’t  responsible!” 

Dick  glared  at  the  old  fellow. 

"You’re  crazy  drunk,  that’s  what’s  the  matter  with  you. 
And  I’m  of  the  mind  that  crazy  people  should  be  attended 
to  in  such  a  manner  that  they’ll  never  harm  any  one  else!” 

Just  then  the  farmer  came  hustling  up  the  hill. 

"So  you  got  him,  did  you?  Well,  Crazy  Jake,  so  yon 
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ntrned  my  bam  last  night,  after  all  the  food  I've  given 
you?" 

V 

The  maniac  was  startled  by  this  shrewd  remark. 

lie  whirled  about,  and  his  guilty  manner  betrayed  him 
in  good  truth,  now. 

“How’d  you  know?”  he  cried.  “No  one  saw  me!  It’s 
a  lie — it  was  one  of  these  fellers!" 

The  farmer  laughed. 

“Le’me  go!”  screeched  the  old  hermit,  trying  to  escape, 
but  the  farmer  suddenly  whipped  out  a  long-lashed,  short- 
handled  whip,  which  he  flicked  across  the  madman's  legs. 

“You've  got  your  masters  this  time,  Crazy  Jake,"  said 
he,  “so  you  jest  tame  down.  I’m  goin’  ter  give  you  a 
free  ride  to  the  county-seat !" 


CHAPTER  VII. 

A  FIGHT  WTITH  WILD  BEASTS. 

“Crazy  Jake  won't  bother  this  neighborhood  any  longer," 
said  Daresome  to  Skifmiman  as  they  all  started  back  for 
the  Merrivale  camp  so  many  miles  away. 

“No,  and  we  can  camp  in  peace  now.  That  old  villain 
would  simply  have  potted  us  off  one  at  a  time  like  rabbits, 
if  we  hadn't  put  an  end  to  his  career." 

As  Skinniman  spoke,  Aubrey  joined  in  the  conversa¬ 
tion,  with  grim  humor. 

“Wall,  the  old  feller  will  have  a  chance  ter  git  sane  once 
more — for  he  won’t  git  any  whiskey  in  the  state  asylum. 
That’s  the  cause  of  his  craziness,  I  reckon,  and  that’s  why 
he  was  a  hermit — so  he  wouldn’t  have  to  buy  the  other 
feller  a  drink.’’ 

At  any  rate,  the  homeward  course  was  covered,  mile  after 
mile  by  a  very  tired  bunch  of  lads. 

“I  think  they’ve  got  our  lake  on  wheels,  and  as  fast  as 
we  go  a  mile  they  haul  it  a  mile  away,"  said  Dick,  despair¬ 
ingly,  for  he  was  fagged  more  than  the  others. 

They  picked  up  Sam,  on  the  way  back,  and  that  youth 
was  feeling  spry  and  frisky  again. 

“Say,  you  fellows  were  lemons  not  let  me  in  on  this 
sport,  though,"  said  he  when  he  learned  of  the  successful 
capture  of  the  old  hermit. 

“Serves  you  right  for  rubbernecking  over  that  precipice," 
retorted  his  tentmate,  Dick. 

At  last  they  arrived  back  at  Merrivale  camp,  taking  an¬ 
other  lunch  midway,  from  the  remnants  of  their  lunch- 
boxes. 

As  the  familiar  lake  came  into  view,  the  tired  lads  let 
up  a  jolly  shout,  and  they  were  greeted  by  a  cheer  from  the 
rest  of  their  companions. 

“There's  no  place  like  home,'’  said  Dick,  as  they  made  a 
rush  for  the  tents. 

Supper  followed  soon,  for  the  day  had  passed  by  on 
wings,  and  their  hunger  had  grown  to  ravenous  propor¬ 
tions.  'The  returned  travellers  ate  nearly  everything  in 
sight. 

“Now,  me  for  bed."  said  Dick,  as  he  arose  from  the 
wooden  camp  table. 

j 


“Same  here,"  said  the  other  lads. 

So,  inside  of  an  hour  the  whole  bunch  of  them  were 
soundly  sleeping,  and  getting  over  the  effects  of  the  long 
strain,  for  they  had  walked  a  distance  which  took  the  life 
out  of  them. 

Hours  passed,  and  it  was  getting  along  toward  the  mid¬ 
night  time,  when  Dick  was  wakened  by  a  shuffling,  scraping 
sound  directly  by  his  tent  side. 

It  took  a  good  deal  to  bring  him  out  of  dreamland,  yet 
so  near  was  this  queer  noise,  and  so  wabbly  did  the  tent 
become,  from  a  sudden  jar,  that  the  tired  lad  sat  up  in  bed. 

He  heard  footsteps  across  the  board  flooring  of  the  din¬ 
ing  tent,  and  then  two  or  three  chairs  were*  knocked  over. 

“What’s  that  out  there  ?"  cried  Dick. 

Sam  woke  up  and  listened  sleepily. 

“Who  are  you?  Answer  up  or  I’ll  shoot!"  yelled  Dick. 

But  there  was  no  reply,  and  the  lad  heard  the  racket 
still  going  on.  He  sprang  out  of  bed,  and  into  his  shoes 
and  trousers.  Then  he  dashed  from  the  tent. 

As  he  reached  the  outer  darkness  he  stopped,  for  he  had 
forgotten  to  get  his  rifle,  safely  wrapped  and  covered  under 
his  coat,  to  protect  it  from  the  moist  air. 

Dick  turned  back  an  instant,  for  he  remembered  that 
visitors  at  this  hour  of  night  were  apt  to  mean  no  good. 

“Help!  Help!" 

An.  agonized  cry  rang  out  on  the  night  air,  and  Dick's 
heart  leaped,  for  it  was  the  voice  of  MacKenzie,  the  pleas¬ 
ant  young  teacher. 

On  the  instant  he  whirled  about  and  advanced  again. 

He  knew  that  to  hunt  in  the  dark  for  his  rifle  would  take 
at  least  two  or  three  minutes,  and  such  a  wait  might  prove 
fatal  to  the  other. 

So,  Dick  sprang  speedily  around  the  corner  of  the  near¬ 
est  tent  in  the  direction  of  the  despairing  cry. 

“Ooh  !”  came  the  instructor’s  voice  again,  and  it  was  evi¬ 
dent  that  he  was  in  terrific  misery  of  some  sort. 

Dick  hurried,  falling  over  two  different  tent  ropes  in 
bis  eagerness,  and  yet  he  kept  on.' 

All  about  him  the  lads  were  awakening,  and  talking,  but 
no  one  seemed  to  get  the  idea  of  what  was  needed,  except 
Dick  Daresome,  who  was  groping  about  for  MacKenzie. 

“Where  are  you?"  yelled  Dick  finally,  determined  to  be¬ 
tray  his  own  presence  rather  than  let  the  other  fellow  suf¬ 
fer  longer  in  the  mysterious  power  of  the  invaders. 

“Oooh  !  Over  by  the  cook  tent!"  came  the  agonized  voice 
of  MacKenzie,  and  Dick  could  not  understand  what  caused 
the  queer  inflection  of  his  voice,  for  the  chap  spoke  as  if  he 
were  almost  drowning  or  out  of  wind. 

Yet,  Daresome  could  tell  from  the  tone  that  the  teach¬ 
er's  throat  was  free,  and  flint  he  was  not  being  choked. 

However,  it  did  not  take  long  to  flud  out  the  cause  of 
the  trouble. 

Dick  leaped  toward  the  tent,  and  there  in  the  flickering 
light  of  the  fire  which  had  almost  died  down  bv  this  time, 
be  beheld  the  poor  instructor. 

“Why,  it’s  a  bear!''  muttered  Dick  Daresome.  as  he 
rushed  forward.  His  foot  touched  something  which  rolled 
under  his  toe,  and  Dick  stooped  over  to  snatch  up  a  huskv 
baseball  bat,  left  there  by  one  of  the  campers  the  night 
before. 

“Ob,  ho,"  thought  he.  “now  for  some  trouble.” 

The  instructor  gave  another  groan. 
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“Oh,  Daresome — my  ribs  are  cracking  !”  lie  cried,  in 
agony,  and  Dick  believed  him. 

“Well.  1  11  tix  that!"  yelled  Daresome,  whirling  the  bat 
aroimd  his  head  once  to  get  a  good  grip  on  it,  and  to  lim¬ 
ber  op  his  sleep-numbed  muscles. 

The  lad  rushed  up  behind  Bruin,  who  was  busily  en¬ 
gaged  in  embracing  MacKenzie. 

Tighter  and  tighter  the  bear  hugged  the  unlucky  teacher, 
who  was  doing  his  best  to  drop  down  out  of  reach  of  the 
teeth.  It  seemed,  however,  that  the  bear  was  enjoying  him¬ 
self  by  administering  this  hugging  punishment  for  inter¬ 
ruption  of  his  pursuits. 

Dick  took  his  chance,  and  suddenly  brought  the  bat  down 
upon  the  back  of  the  brute's  head  with  all  his  youthful 
vigor. 

Crack ! 

It  would  have  killed  a  human  being,  and  as  it  was  it 
managed  to  distract  Mr.  Bear’s  attention  from  his  unfor¬ 
tunate  victim  for  an  instant. 

This  was  what  Dick  wanted. 

“Take  this  one,  too,  old  squeeicks  !”  he  cried,  and 
swung  again  with  the  convenient  weapon. 

Crack ! 

Across  the  bear’s  head  ahd  snout  he  brought  this  blow, 
and  the  beast  set  up  a  howling  angry  roar  which  echoed 
from  one  end  of  the  camp  to  the  other. 

“I  guess  that’ll  hold  you!”  laughed  Dick.  “Run,  Mr. 
MacKenzie  while  you’ve  got  the  chance.” 

But  the  poor  instructor  was  so  overcome  by  his  terrific 
experience  that  he  had  no  strength  to  run. 

Skinniman  and  Sam  came  dashing  forth  behind  Dick 
at  this  juncture. 

Daresome  saw  the  only  chance  to  save  the  instructor 
from  a  possible  return  of  the  brute  to  his.  hugging  tactics, 
or  perhaps  even  worse  treatment. 

“Boys,  get  Mr.  MacKenzie  out  of  the  way  while  I  try 
some  more  home  runs  on  that  monster’s  nose!” 

At  these  words,  Dick  dashed  forward  again,  while  his 
friends  caught  up  the  almost  unconscious  MacKenzie. 

Bang !  crack ! 

A  double  blow  across  the  bear’s  muzzle  attested  Dick’s 
hitting  ability. 

“Is  he  safe?”  asked  Dick,  over  his  shoulder,  as  he  stood 
there  ready  to  give  another  blow. 

“Yes,  he  is,”  cried  Sam. 

“You’d  better  look  to  yourself,”  cautioned  Skinniman, 
as  they  pulled  the  young  instructor  into  the  shelter  of  the 
nearest  tent. 

It  was  time  that  Daresome  did,  for  his  attack  and  the 
painful  drubbing  had  driven  Bruin  to  a  positive  frenzy  of 
brutish  pain  and  hatred. 

Now  the  monster  charged  him. 

Dick  could  hear  the  warning  cries  of  other  lads  behind 
him,  for  the  campers  -were  well  aroused  by  this  time. 

But  cries  would  not  avail  against  the  onrushing  bear,  as 
Dick  Daresome  well  knew.  He  must  do  a  little  real  act¬ 
ing  to  save  his;  own  skin  just  now. 

“Hit  him  between  the  eyes!”  yelled  Alan  Brownson, 
from  the  other  side  of  the  fire. 

But  this  was  easier  said  than  done. 

Dick,  however,  clung  to  his  precious  bat,  and  raised  it 
for  another  deliberate  stroke. 


Biff! 

He  brought  it  down  and  expected  to  land  squarely 
against  tho  bear’s  head. 

But  Bruin  was  a  better  boxer  than  he  supposed,  for  the 
bear  saw  the  blow  coming  and  quick  as  a  flash  his  right 
paw  shot  up,  and  took  the  blow  instead,  on  a  skilful  parry. 

The  bear  roared,  and  Dick  leaped  aside,  just  in  time  to 
dodge  a  headlong  rush. 

Again  the  monster  turned  upon  him  ! 

This  time  the  tide  of  battle  was  against  the  valiant  Mer- 
rivale  lad. 

He  tried  to  get  out  of  the  way,  and  when  he  saw  the 
brute  coming  straight  at  him  he  brought  the  stick  down 
again,  with  all  his  combined  strength,  putting  the  force  of 
every  muscle  into  the  desperate  blow. 

But  Dick  made  a  mistake,  for  he  had  allowed  the  mon¬ 
ster  to  get  in  closer  than  he  planned  for. 

Whizz ! 

A  sudden  forceful  upward  blow  of  the  black  paw,  and 
the  bat  went  spinning  up  into  the  air,  out  of  our  hero’s 
grasp ! 

“Great  snakes!”  exclaimed  Dick  as  he  found  himself 
suddenly  disarmed  before  the  ferocious  adversary. 

He  turned  to  flee,  and  as  he  did  so  what  was  his  horror 
to  behold  another  huge  black  form  appearing  at  the  other 
side  of  the  camp  fire. 

“Boys,  we’re  surrounded!”  exclaimed  Sam  Thorpe  in 
desperation,  for  he  had  seen  the  newcomer,  too. 

It  looked  as  if  they  were  surely  in  the  clutches  of  some 
wild  menagerie !  But  there  was  no  time  for  anything  ex¬ 
cept  some  very  rapid  dodging  work. 

Dick  dropped  to  his  knees  and  wriggled  away  sideways, 
as  the  great  hear  charged  him. 

“Now,  for  a  little  new  scrapping,”  muttered  Dick,  as 
the  bear  whizzed  above  him,  barely  missing  his  head. 
“There’s  no  time  for  hunting  up  a  rifle !” 

Dick  rolled  over  the  ground  until  he  reached  the  fire,  and 
there  he  snatched  up  a  couple  of  burning  brands  from  the 
heap  of  blazing  sticks. 

“Now  for  some  real  sport!’’  cried  this  gritty  lad,  as  he 
turned  toward  his  hairy  opponent. 

The  hear  charged  him  again,  hut  this  time  Dick  was 
armed  in  a  different  way. 

The  bear  stopped  for  an  instant  as  he  saw  the  flames. 

Bears  like  other  denizens  of  the  forest,  are  in  deadly 
fear  of  fire,  which  to  their  minds,  bring  up  the  horrors 
of  forest  conflagrations. 

So  this  particular  one  halted  for  an  instant. 

“I’ve  got  them  going!”  muttered  Dick  Daresome,  as  he 
swung  the  stick  toward  the  bear. 

Instead  of  striking  the  animal  a  blow,  he  gave  the  burn¬ 
ing  brand  a  jab  right  into  the  eyes  of  the  monster. 

Bruin  gave  a  howl  of  pain,  as  the  flames  bit  in  for  an 
instant.  Then  he  started.,  to  retreat.  His  companion,  in 
furry  uniform,  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  camp  fire,  and 
the  march  rushed  around  there. 

Dick  was  close  behind. 

“Be  good  sports — join  in !”  shouted  Dick  Daresome  to 
his  comrades,  ft  took  but  a  minute  for  Skinniman  and 
Alan  to  follow  suit,  while  Sam  Thorpe  ran  back  to  his 
camp  on  another  errand. 

Dick  kept  up  his  charge. 
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Every  time  the  bear  whirled  about  to  strike  Dick  stuck]  ‘‘No,  l  m  not!  retorted  Thorpe.  I  m  simply  giving 
the  terrifying  burning  brand  into  his  face  or  eyes,  and  the  |  those  monsters  something  to  keep  scared  about,  and  now 


brute  gave  howls  and  squeals  of  fright. 


The  second  bear  would  have  resisted  the  charge,  but  you  did  when  you  won  the  Merrivate  s  100  ing  n^a  \ 
now  the  two  lads  behind  Dick  came  sailing  in  with  their  Daresome  took  the  gun. 


new'  weapons,  and  they  carried  the  day  or  rather  the  night ! 
“Run  them  out  of  the  camp !”  cried  Dick. 


‘But  the  other  fellows  ought  to  have  a  chance,  too,  ob¬ 
jected  fair-minded*  Daresome. 


The  bears  were  going  at  a  surprising  rate,  when  sud-  “No,  they  oughtnt!  answered  his  friend.  You  be0an 
denly  the  twro  animals  spied  a  big  tree,  and  they  made  for  this  bear  hunt  and  ought  to  fin isli  it. 


>> 


this  at  a  rapid  rate. 


Dick  took  the  weapon  and  walked  about  beneath  the 


-r,  ,  .  ,,  ,  ’,i  •  i  _  tree  He  peered  up  into  the  darkness,  and  finally  saw  two 

Behmd  them  the  boys  were  spurring  them  up  with  jabs  V  i 


of  the  flaming  spurs. 

But  they  did  not  stop  to  argue,  taking  the  nearest  method 
of  escape  which  greeted  their  frightened  senses. 


little  spots  of  brightness. 

Those  were  the  eyes  of  one  of  the  bears,  Dick  knew. 

“Ell  try  that  one,”  muttered  Dick,  and  he  brought  his 


Up  the  tree  the  tw'o  brutes  dashed,  interfering  with  each  Sun  a^m*  . 

After  a  careful  gaze  along  the  barrel — guessing  partly 

at  the  sighting  because  of  the  darkness,  Dick  pulled  the 
trigger. 


other  in  a  clumsy  manner  which  made  the  Merrivale  boys 
howd  wdth  glee. 

“Now,  we’ve  got  them  prisoner !”  laughed  Dick  Dare- 
some,  as  he  saw  the  two  bruins  pull  themselves  into  the 
shelter  of  the  branches  overhead. 

It  W'as  true. 

The  bears  perched  there,  and  the  lads  gathered  about  the 
base  of  the  trunk  in  a  quandary. 

“Shall  wTe  leave  them  there  all  night  ?”  asked  Alan,  peer 
ing  up  into  the  darkness. 

Dick  gazed  up,  too. 

“I  don’t  see  what  we  can  do  to  help  ourselves,”  said  he  on 
first  thought. 

Just  then  Sam  came  running  to  his  side  with  Dick’s  fine 
rifle  in  his  hand. 


A  heavy  form  fell  crashing  to  the  earth ! 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE  MARKSMAN’S  PRIZE. 


Dick  threw  out  the  used  cartridge  in  rapid  time,  and  it 

wras  a  lucky  thing  for  him  that  he  did. 

For  the  bear  which  had  fallen  from  the  tree  had  not  re- 
“Here,  Mr.  Bear-chaser,”  laughed  Sam.  “Do  your  duty  ceiye(J  a  fatal  b]ow  t  Dick>s  bullet  had  struck  the  ani- 


now,  and  provide  some  bear  steaks  for  the  camp !” 

Daresome  laughed  at  the  idea.  He*  did  not  credit  him¬ 
self  with  being  a  very  good  shot. 

“Oh,  get  one  of  the  other  fellows  to  do  it — I'm  bum 
wdth  the  gun.  And  besides,  each  shot  must  count,  for  if 
we  get  those  bears  down  here  wounded  they  will  wreck 
the  camp ! 

Sam  nodded,  but  hastily  ran  for  some  of  the  blazing 
wood  of  the  camp  fire. 

“Here’s  the  answer,”  he  exclaimed. 

Then  he  brought  a  bundle  of  faggots  over  and  dumped 
them  at  the  base  of  the  tree. 

Dick  did  not  at  first  understand  the  tactics 

“They’re  already  up  there,  Sam,*'  said  he.  Dick  was 


mal  in  the  head,  but  not  in  the  vital  spot  between  the 


eyes. 


the  Doubting  Thomas  this  time,  for  a  change — a  role  gen-  a?ide  fr(>m  the  first  rush. 


It  was  impossible  to  aim  perfectly  in  that  darkness,  with 
only  the  light  of  the  flickering  fire  at  one  side  for  guidance. 
The  bear  sprang  up. 

“Careful,  Dick!”  shouted  Alan  Brownson. 

Dick  gave  the  others  a  quick  glance. 

“Get  back,  fellows,  out  of  the  way.  I’ll  finish  this  one !” 
cried  our  hero. 

His  resolution  was  unwavering. 

The  bear  charged  at  him,  with  a  terrific  growl,  much 
different  from  the  frightened  squeals  which  had  resulted 
from  the  fiiebrand  chase  before. 

“He's  out  for  blood  now,”  thought  Dick,  as  be  stepped 


orally  taken  by  his  roommate,  Sam. 


This  was  true. 


his  companions. 


laughed  Dick,  quizzically. 


neck. 


it’s  up  to  you  to  do  some  of  the  same  sort  of  shooting  that 


But  the  latter  brought  more  and  more  wood,  assisted  by  The  monster  cared  not  for  his  own  safetv  now,  but  was 


only  bent  upon  slaving  this  tormentor,  whom  his  instinct 


“By  George,  T  think  you’re- trying  to  start  a  forest  fire,”  prompted  him  had  delivered  that  painful  wound  in  his 
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"Don't  stumble,  Dick!"  warned  Chester  Brown,  from 
the  slieltt  r  of  the  cook  tent. 

Dick  was  not  going  to-  stumble  if  he  could  help  it,  but  it 
took  bravery  and  calmness  of  nerves  to  carry  out  the 
scheme  he  had. 

The  youth  was  certain  that  he  could  shoot  the  bear  with 
tiie  proper  opportunity  for  careful  aim.  But  he  also  knew 
that  a  false  step  or  a  misshot  would  mean  almost  certain 
death. 

So  he  leaped  over  the  flames  of  the  campfire,  and  the 
bear  circled  around  to  pursue  him. 

Dick  raised  his  rifle  now,  with  careful  aim,  and  pointed 
it  directly  between  the  bear’s  eyes,  which  he  could  plainly 
see  in  the  light  of  the  fire. 

“I  guess  this  will  get  him  all  right!”  laughed  Dick  to 
himself. 

\ 

It  did. 

Bang ! 

The  shot  rang  out,  as  the  spectators  of  the  daring  deed 
gasped  in  fear  for  their  companion’s  safety. 

Bruin,  not  three  feet  from  his  prospective  victim,  sank 
backward  with  a  gurgling  snarl,  as  the  leaden  pill  of 
death  passed  exactly  between  his  eyes. 

"Hurray  !”  yelled  the  boys,  as  they  saw  the  success  of 
Dick’s  calm  deed. 

But  Daresome  was  not  through  yet. 

“Wait  until  I  get  the  other  one,”  he  cried. 

Whereupon,  he  ran  to  the  foot  of  the  tree.  He  had 
ejected  the  other  shell,  and  was  ready  for  business  again. 

Peering  up  the  tree  he  could  see  no  sign  of  the  big  bear. 

“Well,  I’ll  have  to  do  something  to  catch  him,”  thought 
Dick.  “I  can’t  even  see  him  now.” 

The  lads  clustered  about  for  a  council  of  war.  Then 
Dick  had  an  idea.  There  were  several  bamboo  fishing  poles 
nearby,  and  Dick  made  up  his  mind  that  if  the  mountain 
would  not  come  to  Mohammet,  Mohammet  would  go  to 
the  mountain. 

In  other  words,  if  Bruin  would  not  come  in  the  light, 
the  light  would  have  to  come  near  Bruin. 

“We’ll  have  to  get  some  light  on  the  subject,  anyway,” 
said  Dick,  “and  then  I’ll  get  him  down  in  a  jiffy !” 

“But  we  haven’t  any  searchlight!”  objected  Sam,  look¬ 
ing  up  into  the  leafy  depths  where  the  bear  had  sequestered 
himself  out  of  view. 

“We’ll  take  some  old  rags  and  soak  them  with  oil — then 
tie  them  to  that  fishing  pole  there — the  longest  one,”  di¬ 
rected  crafty  Dick. 

This  began  to  make  the  plan  clearer  to  Sam  and  the 
others  about.  It  took  but  a  couple  of  minutes  to  finish  the 
preparations,  and  Dick  was  just  about  to  point  to  the 
place  to  rai-e  the  pole  and  its  torch,  when  MacKeuzie  spoke 
up  behind  them : 


“What  are  you  doing  now?”  he  asked  weakly,  for  he 
had  been  getting  over  his  terrible  squeezing  experience,  in 
a  bunk  hi  a  tent.  He  had  heard  the  shots,  and  beheld  the 
form  of  the  dead  bear. 

He  was  not  aware  of  the  presence  of  the  other  one. 

“You  get  back  out  of  the  way,”  ordered  Dick,  “and 
don't  interrupt.” 

He  forgot  that  the  other  was  a  teacher  and  that  he  was 
insulting  a  superior  officer,  as  he  might  have  been  called. 

But  in  times  of  such  stress  and  excitement,  one  does  for¬ 
get  such  things,  and  MacKenzie  was  too  good  a  chap  to 
let  such  a  thing  worry  him. 

He  recollected  besides  that  Dick  Daresome  had  just  saved 
him  from  probable  death,  and  so  he  merely  chuckled  and 
stood  aside  tc  watch  the  fun. 

“Up  with  it — light  it  first!”  shouted  Dick,  reasonably 
excited  over  the  matter. 

Sam  lit  the  tightly-wound  rags,  soaked  with  kerosene 
from  a  camp  lantern. 

Up  went  the  bamboo  fishing  pole  into  the  leafy  branches 
of  the  tree. 

“That  is  a  long  distance  torch!”  laughed  Alan.  But 
Dick  was  too  earnest  to  hear  him. 

The  Merrivale  leader  was  scrutinizing  the  branches  and 
the  shadows  with  eagle  eye. 

“That  rascal  has  climbed  pretty  high !”  muttered  Sam, 
as  they  swung  the  blazing  beacon  back  and  forth. 

Suddenly  the  black  form  of  the  bear  was  seen  above.  It 
was  far  above,  yet  Dick's  keen  eyes  were  not  to  be  misled. 

Bang ! 

He  pumped  a  shot  into  that  dark  shape,  and  there  was 
a  snarl,  but  Bruin  did  not  come  down. 

Bang ! 

Another  pellet  was  sent  into  the  bear’s  tough  hide,  and 
still  the  monster  held  his  desperate  grip  on  the  tree  branch. 

“Hand  him  another,  Dick !”  advised  Skinniman. 

“1 11  do  it,  but  some  one  had  better  get  another  gun. 
If  that  bear  gets  down  here  he’ll  be  on  the  worst  rampage 
you  ever  saw,”  replied  Daresome. 

Bang ! 

The  repeating  rifle  was  handing  in  hard  punishment  to 
Bruin  for  his  midnight  interloping  to  this  Merrivale  camp. 

Just  then  there  was  a  crashing  of  twigs  and  branches 
and  the  bear  came  down  with  a  frightful  bump  and  a  bang. 

Directly  into  the  campfire  he  fell,  for  he  had  clambered 
out  on  the  bamches  in  such  a  way  as  to  be  above  the 
blaze,  high  up  in  the  tree. 

1’he  reader  can  guess  the  fury  which  beset  the  beast  as 
his  hair  was  singed  by  the  blaze — added  to  the  pain  of  sev¬ 
eral  deeply  imbedded  bullets. 

The  animal  reared,  the  flames  burned  his  hind  paws  and 
lie  leaped  out  of  the  fire,  with  a  most  horrid  roar. 
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Straight  at  Dick  he*  sprang,  for  Daresome  was  the  only 


one  who  stood  there  calmly,  awaiting  developments. 

The  bear  came  toward  our  hero,  and  that  lad  raised  his 
ritle  for  a  calm  aim. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


Bang ! 

Dick  had  erred,  in  the  quick  aim,  and  the  bullet 
ploughed  Bruin’s  ear. 

The  animal  struck  at  our  hero,  and  he  dodged  the  blow, 
with  such  a  close  shave  that  he  received  a  scratch  on  the 
shoulder  from  that  powerful  paw. 

“Beat  it,  Dick  !” 

“Go  around  the  tree!” 

Daresome  saw  that  this  last  bit  of  coaching  gave  the  only 
solution  for  the  minute,  because  he  did  not  have  time  to 
•  expel  the  empty  cartridge  and  get  ready  for  a  new  shot. 

He  swimg  nimbly  around  the  tree  bole  and  the  bear 
rushed  past  with  a  roar. 

“Wow !”  exclaimed  Dick,  involuntarily,  as  the  brute 
struck  at  him  fiercely.  The  blow  almost  knocked  the  rifle 
from  his  grasp. 

Again  the  monster  charged  him,  swinging  around  with 
greater  nimbleness  than  Daresome  •  counted  upon. 

Dick  was  just  raising  the  gun  to  send  the  cartridge  out 
and  put  the  new  one  into  place,  when  Bruin  gave  a  sweep¬ 
ing  blow  with  an  extended  paw. 

The  gun  followed  the  course  of  the  bat,  and  sailed  away, 
to  crash  into  the  cook  tent,  where  it  made  a  clatter  against 
the  pans  and  pots. 

“Oh,  Dick!”  gasped  Sam,  watching  the  awful  predica¬ 
ment  of  his  roommate,  with  a  fear  which  almost  froze 
him  to  the  spot. 

Dick  dropped  to  the  ground,  arid  wriggled  around  the 
tree  like  ap.  Indian  fugitive.  The  bear  dropped  down  on 
all  fours  to  strike  at  him,  but  Dick’s  act  had  saved  him  for 
the  instant. 

Across  the  open  space  ran  Daresome  with  Bruin  right 
after  him. 

There  was  a  very  small  chance  that  Dick  could  dodge 
the  beast,  by  getting  into  -the  water  near  by. 

Our  hero  could  have  lost  himself  in  the  tents,  but  this 
would  have  exposed  the  rest  of  his  friends  to  the  danger¬ 
ous  enemy,  and  rather  than  do  this,  our  hero  kept  ahead, 
with  the  bear  right  after  him. 

“I’ll  take  a  flying  dive  right  into  the  lake!”  muttered 
Dick,  certain  that  this  trick  would  do  the  work. 

But  the  irony  of  fate  interceded  to  prove  again  that  best 
laid  plans  often  miscarry.  For  his  foot  came  in  contact 
with  the  very  bat  which  he  had  used  earlier  in  the 
fight.  ■>  . 

T  he  wooden  club  rolled  beneath  his  foot,  Dick’s  ankle 
turned  and  the  roaring  brute  was  upon  him ! 


A  SHOT  IN  TIME  SAVES  ONE. 

All  would  have  been  over  with  our  hero,  and  this  story 
would  have  had  a  different  ending  if  all  the  Merrivales  had 
stood  frozen  in  terror,  as  did  a  few. 

But  all  did  not  get  so  affected ! 

Dick’s  words,  earlier,  had  been  heeded  by  Skinniman 
Perkins  on  the  instant. 

That  youth  ran  into  his  own  tent,  and  despite  some 
fumbling,  finally  located  his  own  shooting  iron. 

Then  he  rushed  back  to  the  scene  of  the  combat. 

He  arrived  at  the  fraction  of  a  second  when  Dick  Dare¬ 
some  tottered  forward,  with  a  turned  ankle.  . 

“Just  in  time!”  muttered  Skinniman,  as  he  fired  point 
blank,  with  only  an  aim  from  the  waist. 

His  bullet  struck  the  bear  in  the  shoulder,  and  the  brute 
spun  about  as  if  turned  by  machinery.  This  diversion 
of  attack  saved  the  life  of  Dick,  who  wuiggled  sideways  at 
that  instant. 

A 

The  bear  now  charged  Skinniman. 

But  that  lad  swung  his  gun  directly  upon  the  approach¬ 
ing  monster’s  snout,  with  all  the  force  in  his  two  hundred 
and  ten  pounds  avoirdupois ! 

Biff! 

What  a  blow  it  was,  with  the  iron  club ! 

A  fractured  nose  was  the  result  of  the  action,  and  the 
bear  clutched  his  snout  much  the  same  as  a  human  being 
would  have  done  in  such  distressing  circumstances. 

This  gave  Skinniman  time  to  throw  out  the  shell  and 
swing  in  another  cartridge. 

“Now,  that  will  hold  him !”  he  muttered,  as  he  jabbed 
the  muzzle  up  against  the  bear’s  ear. 

Bang ! 

The  bullet  ploughed  through  the  bears  brain,  and  the 
animal  fell  heavily  to  the  earth,  almost  in  the  fire  which 
had  figured  so  prominently  in  their  adventure. 

Dick  was  limping  toward  his  rescuer. 

“Old  boy,  that  was  great  work !”  he  said,  holding  out  a 
warm  hand. 

“Well,  it  took  great  work  to  keep  the  pace  you  made!” 
said  the  other,  clapping  Dick  on  the  shoulder.  “Did  you 
hurt  your  ankle?  Let’s  see  it.” 

But  Dick  declared  that  it  was  a  mere  wrench  and  not 
worth  bothering  over  at  all. 

Skinniman  and  Sam  forced  him  to  let  them  examine  it. 
however,  and  pronounced  it  a  bad  twist.  They  put  lini¬ 
ment  and  bandages  upon  the  twisted  bones,  and  forced 
Dick  to  let  them  help  him  to  his  couch. 
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l  he  Merri  vales  crowded  around  Daresome's  tent,  and 
-•  \\;ij  a  voluble  crowd  of  chatterers  that  were  there.  The 


incidents  of  the  past  tew  minutes  had  been  enough  to  give 
any  one  talking  material,  and  so  they  talked. 

"Let  me  speak  to  Da  resume,"  came  the  tones  of  Mac- 
Ken  zie,  as  the  teacher  forced  his  way  through  the  crowd. 

Dick  suddenly  remembered  that  he  had  given  the  in¬ 
structor  a  decided  call  down. 


“I  hope  you’ll  pardon  me  for  yelling  at  you/’’  said  the 
lad.  ever  prompt  to  admit  himself  in  the  wrong,  if  such 
were  the  true  state  of  affairs. 

MacKenzie  held  out  his  hand  to  the  recumbent  hero. 

“My  bot’,  you  did  wonders  and  you  had  a  right  to  yell 
at  me.  If  it  hadn't  been  for  you  I’d  never  have  heard  that 
yell — because  I  would  have  been  a  corpse.  And,  I  must 
say  that  even  as  it  is,  I  have  a  set  of  the  sorest  ribs  this  side 
of  Turkey!” 

Dick  composed  himself  and  tried  to  go  to  sleep,  after 
the  others  bade  him  good  night. 

But  he  was  too  tired  to  sleep — a  condition  which 
sometimes  comes  after  great  nervous  strain  and  danger. 
He  tossed  about  until  daybreak,  and  then  managed  to  steal 
a  few  hours  of  refreshing  slumber  while  the  others  dressed 
for  breakfast,  and  took  their  morning  plunges. 

Finally  a  hand  was  laid  on  his  shoulder,  and  a  voice 
summoned  him  back  to  the  land  of  Now. 

“Dick !  Dick !  Time  for  breakfast !”  sang  out  Sam 
Thorpe  merrily. 

Daresome  opened  his  eyes  heavily  and  gazed  about.  He 
felt  the  bandages  on  his  foot,  and  he  kicked  it  moodily,  not 
knowing  what  was  the  trouble  at  first. 

He  sat  up  in  bed. 

“What’s  the  row?”  he  inquired  sulkily,  and  Sam  could 
not  but  laugh  at  his  gloomy  expression. 

“No  row  at  all,”  said  Sam.  “Only  the  bear  steak  is 
broiling  over  the  fire,  and  Aubrey  is  turning  out  a  spe¬ 
cial  brand  of  fancy  flapjacks  in  your  honor !” 

Daresome  stared  at  him. 

“In  my  honor — bear  steaks — flapjacks?” 

Sam  threw  a  pillow  at  the  youth,  and  then  Dick’s  face 
broke  into  a  smile. 

“Oh,  sure,  I  recollect,”  he  laughed.  “I  had  forgotten 
about  that  rough-house  here  in  the  wee  sma’  hours!  That 
bear  couple  certainly  did  do  some  flapjacking  them¬ 
selves  !” 


Dick  swung  his  foot  out  of  bed,  and  took  off  the  bandages 
half  indignantly. 

“By  George,  a  person  would  think  I  was  an  invalid  to 
judge  from  this  swathing.” 

Dkk  rose  to  his  feet,  and  walked  limply  to  the  edge  of 
the  tent  to  peer  out  at  the  bright  morning  greenness. 

HL  ankle  was  still  stiff,  but  the  liniment  had  been  ap¬ 


plied  just  in  the  right  way  and  time.  So,  he  sped  down 
the  bank  for  his  morning  plunge. 

The  other  boys  were  up  and  around  the  camp.  So  they 
gave  Dick  a  rousing  cheer,  as  he  appeared,  which  was  only 
lost  to  his  ears  when  he  took  a  fancy  and  deep  dive  over 
the  bank. 

As  he  came  up,  shaking  the  water  from  his  face  like  a 
spaniel,  and  striking  out  in  the  bracing  cool  liquid,  it 
seemed  hard  to  believe  that  he  had  been  so  near  a  fearful 
death  a  few  hours  before. 

But  it  is  ever  thus  in  life — the  real  dangers  pass  so 
quickly  that  it  is  hard  to  realize  afterward  how  much  anx¬ 
iety  and  suffering  they  meant. 

When  Dick  dressed  and  came  to  the  dining  tent  he  found 
the  others  waiting  for  him. 

“Here’s  to  the  bear  slayer !”  said  Skinniman,  pounding 
his  granite  ware  plate  with  his  knife  and  fork.  A  clatter 
went  up,  and  then  Dick  started  in  with  a  red  face  to  eat 
the  bear  steak. 

“By  George,  it’s  worth  some  trouble  to  eat  this  delicious 
stuff,”  he  said  to  grinning  Aubrey  who  had  used  all  his  art 
to  make  a  fine  dish. 

“Yes,”  said  Aubrey,  “it’s  better  to  be  eating  bear  than  to 
have  the  beat  eating  of  you !” 

The  morning  was  spent  in  going  over  some  class  work, 
for  this  camp  was  partly  devoted  to  summer  study — a  few 
hours  at  a  time  each  day. 

After  this  work  had  been  done,  Dick  started  up  to  the 
hotel  to  see  Bess,  when  he  finished  luncheon  time. 

“I  think  I’ll  walk,”  said  he.  “I’ve  got  to  get  this  ankle 
in  condition  for  that  summer  series  game  to-morrow,  up  at 
Rodney,  and  so  the  only  way  to  do  it  is  to  exercise.” 

So  he  took  the  road  around  the  curving  lake  by  him¬ 
self,  promising  to  meet  Sam  later. 

Dick  had  not  proceeded  more  than  half  a  mile  when  he 
came  along  the  roadway  behind  the  Belleville  Academy 
camp.  It  was  longer  by  land  than  by  water  and  Dick  did 
not  realize  that  he  was  so  near  the  other  quarters. 

Back  at  the  Academy  he  would  have  hesitated  about 
walking  alone  near  the  other  rival  institution,  because  there 
had  been  so  much  effort  to  capture  him,  and  “take  it  out 
on  him,”  as  the  saying  puts  it,  for  his  victories  against 
Belleville. 

Now,  however,  Dick  trusted  to  the  truce  which  had  been 
declared  for  the  summer. 

He  espied  three  fellows  tramping  through  the  woods 
near  the  roadway.  When  they  saw  him,  the  first  one 
leaped  over  the  rough  stake-and-rider  fence,  and  came 
toward  him. 

Dick  beheld  Henry  Benson,  his  worst  enemy  in  the  other 
camp,  and  he  knew  that  he  was  destined  to  have  some  ex¬ 
citement.  Yet  he  never  hesitated  for  an  instant. 
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Dick  was  not  built  that  way. 

Dick  walked  on  toward  the  distant  Rodney  House,  with¬ 
out  looking  to  right  or  left. 

But  Henry  Benson  was  not  waiting  for  a  salutation — 
he  knew  he  would  not  get  it. 

“Ah,  ha !  Here  comes  the  boy  wonder  !”  said  Benson,  in 
a  jeering  tone. 

Dick  walked  straight  on.  He  disliked  Benson  as  cor¬ 
dially  as  he  had  ever  hated  any  one  in  his  life,  and  yet  he 
was  not  a  seeker  after  trouble. 

Tsn  t  he  light  on  his  feet!"  sneered  the  other,  noticing 
Dick's  limping. 

Our  hero  flushed,  but,  like  a  sensible  fellow,  kept  on 
about  his  business.  He  noticed,  however,  that  the  other 
two  fellows  with  Benson  were  two  of  the  Bellevilles,  who 
heartily  disliked  him,  especially  the  heavier  one,  Ramsey 
Provost. 

This  lad  was  none  too  bright,  but  he  was  husky,  and  a 
hard  fighter.  Dick  had  a  premonition  that  he  would  have 
a  chance  to  test  out  all  three  of  the  fellows. 

“Well,  I  wonder  if  he  talks  so  much  love  hot  air  to  Bess 
Morrison  up  at  the  Rodney  House  that  he  has  lost  his 
voice  now  ?”  said  Benson,  in  ringing  tones,  which  brought  a 
flush  of  anger  to  Daresome’s  cheek. 

The  words  had  the  effect  that  Benson  desired. 

He  was  anxious  for  trouble,  but  feared  starting  it  him¬ 
self,  and  so  he  was  endeavoring  to  force  ourlhero  to  raise 
the  first  sign  of  fighting. 

Dick  whirled  toward  the  speaker,  with  a  set  mouth. 

“Say,  you  be  careful  whose  name  you  bandy  about  here/’ 
said  Dick.  “There’s  a  limit  to  everything!” 

The  three  Bellevilles  laughed  jeeringly,  as  Dick’s  face 
whitened  with  feeling. 

M  ell,  I  notice  you  take  her  out  canoeing  enough,  and 
I  guess  you  spend  most  of  your  time  love-making!”  laughed 
Benson,  with  a  conceited  glance  around  at  his  fellows. 

Dick  stepped  up  to  the  other  fellow. 

Say,  )ou  contemptible  cur!  he  remarked,  with  biting 
sarcasm,  “I  don’t  care  if  you  get  your  whole  camp  out 
here — I  won’t  stand  for  letting  a  dishonorable  sneak  like 
you— one  who  was  expelled  from  Merrivale  for  stealing- 
mention  Bess  Morrison’s  name!” 

The  other  fellow  turned  red,  but  he  beckoned  to  his 
friends  to  close  about  him. 

1  11  talk  about  who  I  want  to,  Dick  Daresome — and 
don’t  you  ever  think  that - ” 

He  never  finished  the  remark,  for  Dick  Daresome  at 
that  moment  made  Benson  the  gift  of  a  magnificently  man¬ 
aged  uppercut. 

It  was  not  an  ordinary  blow— but  it  was  a  good  old-fash¬ 
ioned  knockout — the  sort  which  has  settled  many  a  mill 
between  professional  pugilists. 


Dick  had  a  beautiful  chance  and  he  grasped  it — with 
a  clenched  right  fist. 

“Oh!’  exclaimed  Ramsey  Provost  in  surprise  as  lie  -aw 
Benson  fall  limply  back  at  the  roadside. 

He  had  not  expected  such  quick  retribution  for  the 
wordy  Benson.  Yet  he  was  game  enough  himself  to  stand 
up  for  his  chosen  companion. 

He  spun  about  and  rushed  Daresome  without  another 
word. 

Our  hero  did  not  expect  this  attack,  at  that  instant. 

Yet  he  resisted  it  as  well  as  he  could. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THREE  AGAINST  ONE. 

Daresome  did  not  notice  that  the  third  Belleville  was 
carrying  in  his  hands  a  long  butterfly  net;  on  a  rod.  The 
fellows  had  been  out  collecting  insects  for  some  of  their 
class  work  collections,  and  this  particular  lad  stood  back 
for  a  minute,  watching  the  method  of  our  hero's  resistance. 

“Help  me,  Jim!"  exclaimed  Ramsey  Provost.  “I’ll  get 
Daresome’s  goat  all  right!” 

He  rushed  for  Dick,  and  instead  of  giving  that  lad  a 
chance  to  use  his  skillful  fists,  in  a  fairplay  sort  of  wav, 
Provost  ducked  his  head  low  and  rushed  right  in  under 
Dick’s  guard. 

The  boys  clinched,  and  Provost  endeavored  to  deliver  a 
short  arm  jab  in  our  friend’s  ribs ! 

“Nix  on  that  rib  work!”  muttered  Dick  Daresome,  and 
he  swung  both  hands  on  the  other  fellow's  head,  twisted  it 
about  and  forced  it  backward. 

“Ouch !  '  gasped  Provost,  for  he  had  not  expected  a  wres¬ 
tling  trick,  as  this  was. 

Dick  had  seen  that  the  other  was  fighting  on  the  method 
of  catch-as-catch-can. 

“I’ll  do  some  canning  myself,”  thought  the  gallant  lad, 
and  he  suddenly  threw  the  other's  head  to  one  side  with 
such  force  in  his  arms  that  Provost  staggered  and  fell 
nedvily. 

Had  he  maintained  his  hold  he  would  have  had  a  broken 
neck,  and  naturally  he  loosed  his  grip. 

“Now,  you  come  at  me  again  if  you  dare!”  cried  Dick. 

Benson  lay  limply  at  the  side  of  the  road.  He  had  re¬ 
gained  consciousness. 

But  with  a  chin  which  felt  as  if  it  had  been  shattered 
into  forty-nine  different  pieces,  he  was  of  no  mind  to  re¬ 
new  the  fight  just  at  that  instant. 

While  Dick  glared  at  the  angry  Provost,  pulling  himself 
together  for  another  charge,  Jim  Anderson,  the  third  Belle¬ 
ville,  slipped  unnoticed  to  his  rear. 


DICK  DARESOME  AND  THE  OLD  HERMIT. 


19 


I  rovosx  gave  a  yell  of  rage  and  charged  our  hero  once 
more. 


1  his  won  t  be  so  hard,"  thought  Dick,  “1  know  what 
he'll  try  this  time.” 

But  Dick  did  not  know. 

lor  as  he  struck  an  attitude  of  careful  defence,  the  other 
Belleville  dropped  the  butterfly  net  over  his  head,  and  gave 
a  tremendous  yank. 

The  attack  from  the  rear  was  as  successful  as  it  was 
couardh*  and  Dick  toppled  over  backward  almost  garroted 
by  the  cruel  grip  of  the  wire  circle  of  the  net. 

"‘Now  we  ve  got  him  right  where  we  want  him !”  yelled 
Provost  with  delight. 


1 11  help  you !  muttered  Benson,  staggering  forward 
^  again,  and  starting  to  throw  himself  upon  the  recumbent 
Merrivale. 

It  looked  bad  for  Dick. 

i  He  had  tumbled  in  such  a  way  that  the  wire  of  the  net 
ring  was  twisted  about  his  neck.  He  was  almost  choking, 
and  he  struggled  vainly  to  free  himself. 

It  was  bad  enough  to  fight  three  opponents,  but  to  be 
*  held  down  by  a  choking  instrument,  at  the  same  time,  fight¬ 
ing  for  breath,  made  it  absolutely  unbearable. 


How  Benson  enjoyed  this  torture ! 

♦  He  delivered  kick  after  kick  to  the  lad,  while  Ramsey 
Provost  held  the  youth  down  on  the  roadway. 

Dick  felt  as  if  his  senses  would  leave  him  the  next  in¬ 
stant,  when  a  strange  voice  greeted  his  ears. 

“Say,  what  sort  of  a  three-cornered  game  is  this  ?”  came 
in  clear  angry  tones. 

At  that  instant  two  lads  leaped  over  the  fence  from  the 
direction  of  the  Belleville  camp. 

■  They  were  Frank  Moffat  and  another  of  his  friends.  This 
youth  was  one  of  the  finest  fellows  in  the  Academy,  and 
he  'would  not  stand  for  unfair  deals  whether  to  rivals  or 
friends. 

Benson  stepped  back. 

“You  attend  to  your  own  business,  you  mollycoddle !”  he 
shouted. 

But  Moffat  was  not  of  an  easily  impressed  mind.  He 

•  leaped  straight  at  the  lad  holding  the  butterfly  net,  and 
his  strong  fingers  circled  that  youth’s  throat. 

“Fll  show'  you  what  I'll  attend  to!”  shouted  Moffat  in 

*  as  white  a  heat  of  rage*as  a  fellow  could  possibly  be,  and  he 
gave  a  vicious  twist  to  the  lad’s  throat. 

Backward  the  net-holder  fell  to  the  earth,  and  at  that 
same  instant  Moffat  planted  a  tremendous  goal  kick  in 
the  floating  ribs  of  Ramsey  Provost,  who  was  kneeling  on 
Dick  Da reso roe’s  chest. 


Ramsey  Provost  gave  a  blood-curdling  howl  of  agony,  as 
he  foil  to  one  side. 

Moffat  extended  a  hand  to  the  weakened  Dick,  and  that 
lad  pulled  bim.-oif  up  to  his  feet  with  a  look  of  gratitude. 


He  could  hardly  speak  at  first. 

“Say,  what  sort  of  a  gladitorial  contest  is  this,  anyway?” 
cried  Moffat,  addressing  himself  to  Benson,  who  was  the 
only  one  of  the  three  standing  after  his  sudden  sortie  of 
relief. 

Benson  shook  his  fist  at  the  other. 

“You’re  a  traitor  to  your  own  Academy!”  he  screeched, 
with  a  trembling  voice. 

“You’re  a  disgrace  to  every  Academy,  you  cowardly 
sneaking  whelp !”  retorted  Moffat,  “and  before  I  leave  this 
spot  I'm  going  to  lick  you  within  an  inch  of  your  life!” 

Benson  retreated  a  step  or  two.  « 

He  had  not  expected  such  fury  from  this  lad,  who  was 
generally  the  most  peaceful  and  easy-going  fellow  in  Belle¬ 
ville  Academy — slow  to  trouble  and  easy  to  conciliate. 

“Well,  he  started  this.  He  struck  me  and  knocked  me 
unconscious.” 

Moffat  looked  toward  Dick,  who  had  taken  off  his  coat 
and  tossed  it  aside. 

“Is  this  so,  Daresome?  Did  you  break  the  truce?” 

Our  hero  looked  at  the  honest  lad  with  a  clear  glance 
in  his  frank  eyes. 

“Yes,  old  fellow,  and  I’m  going  to  do  it  again,”  said  he. 

“He  insulted  my  sweetheart,  and  I’m  going  to  make  him 
« 

apologize  right  here  and  now  or  die  trying  to  do  it.  This 
is  the  time  for  the  final  reckoning !” 

Moffat  looked  at  Dick  approvingly. 

The  youth  was  bedraggled  and  pretty  well  knocked  out 
already  by  his  rough  treatment.  But  he  had  the  grit  and 
stick-to-it  quality  of  a  fighting  bulldog.  Determination 
to  death  showed  in  every  line  of  his  sturdy  figure. 

Dick  Daresome  raised  his  fists  in  the  customary  attitude 
of  defence. 

“Now,  Henry  Benson,  you  are  going  to  have  a  chance  to 
prove  your  bravery.  A  fellow  who  will  talk  about  an  ab¬ 
sent  girl  is,  to  my  mind,  a  low  cur — and  I'm  going  to  make 
you  ask  my  pardon,  and  the  pardon  of  these  fellows  here  for 
talking  so.” 

Benson,  still  feeling  the  twinges  of  Dick's  first  delivery 
stroke,  unsteadily  braced  himself  for  the  struggle. 

They  were  both  fagged,  and  it  was  not  so  uneven  at  that. 

“Well,  I’ll  see  that  you  have  fair  play !”  said  Moffat,  with 
a  fierce  glance  at  Ramsey  Provost  and  the  other  chap. 

Thus  it  was  that  two  Bellevillcs  stood  guard  over  two  of 
their  fellows,  while  Dick  Daresome  held  his  hand-to-hand 
combat  with  Henry  Benson. 

Blow  for  blow  did  the  lads  exchange. 

They  parried  well,  at  the  start,  but  it  was  evident  to  the 
onlookers  that  both  were  sinking  with  exhaustion,  more 
and  more. 

“Soak  it  to  him,  Henry !”  cried  Ramsey  Provost. 

“Wallop  him  for  us,  then  we’ll  take  a  turn,”  cried  the 
owner  of  the  useful  butterfly  net. 
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Benson  did  his  best. 

More  than  once  he  managed  to  plant  a  body  blow  on 
Daresome  which  made  that  gallant  youth  stagger. 

Rut  Dick  was  at  him,  just  as  fiercely  as  ever. 

“Rush  him  !”  coached  Ramsey  Provost. 

Benson  evidently  decided  to  do  this,  for  suddenly  he 
sprang  at  Dick,  clenched  and  swung  his  right  foot  back 
of  the  other's  leg. 

The  trickery  would  probably  have  landed  Dick  Daresome 
in  a  heap  on  the  ground  if  our  friend  had  not  been  half 
expecting  such  an  attempt  to  trip  him  up. 

He  swung  his  weight  aside,  and  at  the  same  time  he 
brought  a  terrible  blow  against  Benson's  head,  with  his 
right  fist,  swinging  a  shoulder  side  stroke. 

Benson  toppled  and  Dick  did  not  wait  for  the  chance  of 
a  tumble. 

“Take  this,  too !”  he  cried,  and  he  stepped  forward  quick¬ 
ly,  following  the  blow  up. 

Biff! 

The  next  instant  he  managed  to  bring  another  additional 
helper  to  increase  the  momentum  of  Henry  Benson's  heavy 
downfall. 

The  fellow  struck  the  earth  heavily,  with  a  groan  of  pain. 

Dick,  with  legs  spread  apart,  and  breath  coming  in  tired 
gasps,  waited  for  him  to  rise. 

“Do  you  apologize?’7  asked  our  hero,  curtly. 

“No !”  hissed  Benson. 

Biff! 

Dick  swung  on  his  jaw  this  time,  and  the  fellow  bumped 
back  against  the  sod. 

“Now,  are  you  in  a  polite  mood?”  asked  Daresome,  with 
sarcasm. 

The  other  fellow  defiantly  raised  himself  on  his  elbow, 
and  was  about  to  snarl  out  another  negative,  when  he  saw 
that  punishing  fist  coming  toward  him  once  more. 

It  looked  more  terrible  than  ever. 

Benson  let  forth  a  quick  cry. 

“Yes!”  he  exclaimed,  hastily. 

Dick  Daresome  drew  back,  ready  for  a  resumption  of 
hostilities. 

“Say  it  all — no  mincing  of  matters  now,”  directed  Dick 
sternly. 

“I  apologize  for  my  remark  about  Bess  Morrison,” 
grunted  Benson  in  a  shamed  voice. 

He  had  met  his  master. 

Dick  turned  toward  the  other  two  fellows. 

“Tired  as  I  am,  I'm  perfectly  willing  to  give  either  of 
you  fellows  satisfaction,”  remarked  our  hero,  with  flashing 
eyes  and  unabashed  mien. 

Provost  and  his  companion  gritted  their  teeth. 

But  somehow  or  other  they  distrusted  their  own  abilit v 
to  stand  up  before  the  enraged  and  invincible  Daresome. 


“Well,  you  don't  all  speak  at  once,  1  notice,’’  anid  Dick 
calmly,  despite  his  wrath  at  the  whole  situation.  “You 
fellows  said  nothing  to  offend  me  or  anyone  else,  and  so  my 
quarrel  is  not  with  you.  But,  I'm  going  back  and  get 
some  decent  clothes  on.  You  finished  these.” 

Provost  and  the  other  chap  turned  away,  and  started 
for  the  camp  in  sullen  silence. 

Benson  had  already  preceded  them. 

“Well,  I  am  going  to  Merrivale  quarters,"  said  Dick, 
turning  toward  Frank  Moffat.  “I  can’t  thank  you  enough 
for  your  honesty  and  squareness.” 

“Don’t  trv  to,”  said  Moffat.  “You  did  me  some  favors 
once  and  I  have  not  forgotten.  But  I’m  not  through  with 
this  matter  yet!” 


CHAPTER  XI. 

dick’s  surprise  party. 

Daresome  did  not  understand  the  other’s  meaning,  and 
plainly  showed  it  by  his  arched  eyebrows. 

“Why — what  do  you  mean?” 

*  “I  mean  simply  that  it’s  a  case  of  my  leaving  Belleville 
Academy  or  that  Benson  must  go.  There’s  not  room 
enough  for  the  two  of  us,”  said  Frank  Moffat. 

“I’m  sorry  if  I  am  causing  any  trouble  among  school¬ 
mates,”  said  Dick.  “It’s  merely  a  personal  matter  be¬ 
tween  me  and  Henry  Benson.” 

“That’s  all  right,”  said  Moffat.  “I’ll  stand  for  a  good 
deal  and  I  have  done  so  for  many,  many  months  ever  since 
that  sneak  came  to  Belleville.  But,  now  it's  ended.” 

He  was  so  angry  that  he  turned  away  without  even  sav¬ 
ing  good  day  to  Daresome. 

\ 

Dick  chuckled  to  himself,  as  he  walked  back  over  his 
path  to  the  camp. 

“I  think  I'll  postpone  that  trip  and  go  up  to  the  hotel 
by  canoe.  And  I’ll  have  to  j>ut  on  other  clothes,”  he  said 
to  himself.  “It’s  worth  it,  though,  just  to  get  even  with 
that. rascal.  And  I  do  believe  that  a  good  deal  of  the  trou¬ 
ble  and  dissension  stirred  up  there  will  end  when  Benson 
leaves  the  school  and  the  camp.” 

In  another  half  hour  Dick  had  washed  away  the  stains 
of  combat,  and  with  fresh  clothes  was  readv  for  another 

V 

attempt  to  reach  the  hotel. 

Sam  and  lie  paddled  up  together  this  time. 

When  they  reached  the  Rodney  House  Dick  found  Boss 
Morrison's  father  waiting  for  him  on  the  veranda  over¬ 
looking  the  lake. 

“Just  the  boy  Pin  looking  for,”  said  Mr.  Morrison,  who 
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"  a>  very  iond  of  Dick.  “I  ve  a  surprise  in  store*  for  you 
and  your  roommate.”  ' 


*  “Good,”  said  Dick — “at  least  1  hope  it’s  good.” 

“Well,  it  is.  I've  hired  a.  carriage  for  you  to  take  the 
.  girls,  Bess  and  Grace  down  the  lake  road  for  a  long  drive 
as  soon  as  we  all  tinish  supper.  Are  you  willing?” 


“You  bet  1"  cried  Sam. 

“Well,  rather !”  said  Dick. 

Thus  it  was  that  after  the  evening  meal,  while  it  was 
still  light  the  four  of  them,  Bess  and  Dick,  Sam  and  Grace 
Gray  started  out  down  the  country  road  in  a  comfortable 
*  'carnage  behind  one  of  those  highly  educated  horses  which 
do  not  have  to  be  guided  very  much  along  a  country  road 
at  night. 

O 

^  There  are  a  few  nags  in  the  world  who  seem  to  have  a 
remarkable  instinct.  They  are  able  to  jog  along  at  a 
peaceful  rate,  and  never  need  watching. 

'  They  are  much  esteemed  in  livery  stable  use.  Mr.  Mor¬ 
rison,  who  had  been  young  once  himself,  with  twinkling 


eyes,  picked  out  the  horse  and  chuckled  to  himself. 

“I  guess  there  will  be  just  that  much  danger  of  a  run- 
+  away,  for  Daresome  isn’t  apt  to  waste  the  entire  evening 
watching  the  horse’s  head.” 

The  happy  quartette  jogged  on  down  the  road,  and 

*  they  had  a  very  happy  time  of  it,  rambling  along  beneath 
fragrant  cedars  and  pines  which  grew  in  abundance 
throughout  this  region. 

They  had  a  good  general  idea  of  the  direction,  but  even 
at  that  it  was  not  surprising  that  Dick  carelessly  made  one 
.or  two  turns  which  bewildered  him. 

“I  guess  this  is  right,  now,”  he  said,  after  they  had  been 
traveling  along  for  about  an  hour  and  a  half.  “It’s  time 

*  we  took  the  homeward  path.” 

He  took  a  turn  and  retraced  his  path,  but  unknowingly 
directed  the  horse  down  a  turn  to  the  right  instead  of  the 
left,  as  he  should  have  done. 

The  horse  tdok  not  the  slightest  particle  of  interest  in 
the  proceedings. 

So,  Dick  did  not  learn  of  his  error  until  he  had  been 
driving  along  for  another  hour  and  a  half  without  the 

*  -  lightest  sign  of  the  hotel  showing. 

“Say,  what’s  this?”  he  cried.  “I  don’t  understand  this 


,  at  all !” 

“What’s  the  row,  Dick?”  asked  Sam,  leaning  forward  to 
.  peer  ahead  along  the  dark  roadway. 

The  brilliant  stars  in  the  sky  overhead  gave  some  light, 
glwhich  enabled  them  to  distinguish  the  pale  gray  of  the 
roadvo.v  stretching  before  them,  with  the  silhouette  of  the 

di-tant  trees  ahead.  — 

“Well,  it’s  time  we  were  back  at  the  hotel,”  said  Dick, 
“ar.d  1  believe  that  we’re  on  the  wrong  path.” 

irv  it  a  little  further,”  said  Sam,  “and  if  we  don’t 
w'U  t/>  get  an vwhere  but  nowhere  we  can  turn  around.” 


This  they  did. 

And  they  did  seem  to  get  no  place  but  nowhere ! 

So,  it  became  evident  to  Dick  and  Sam  that  they  had 
better  retrace  their  way,  to  look  for  the  right  way  home. 

They  had  returned  about  a  mile  on  this  route,  when  Dick 
saw  a  swinging  light,  as  of  a  lantern,  through  the  trees  to 
the  right  of  the  road. 

So  he  halloed  lustily. 

“Say,  there,  can  you  tell  us  the  way  to  Rodney?” 

A  voice  came  back' promptly,  as  the  lantern  approached 
the  roadway. 

“Yes — are  ye  lost?” 

A  farmer  approached  the  fence  swinging  his  lantern,  and 
he  leaned  over  the  fence. 

“We  sure  are  lost,”  said  Dick.  “We  thought  we  were  on 
,the  right  road,  and  we’ve  evidently  taken  the  wrong  fork. 
Which  is  the  right  direction,  neighbor?” 

The /farmer  laughed. 

“Well,  all  you’ve  got  to  do  is  to  turn  to  your  left  at 
the  next  turn,  and  then  travel  about  a  mile  or  so.  You’re 
not  so  fur  out  of  the  way  as  ye  might  be.  But  if  you’d 
gone  down  the  other  way  on  this  road  you’d  have  to  travel 
around  the  globe  to  reach  it !” 

Dick  laughed,  too. 

“Well,  we  were  headed  that  way  for  a  while.  It  is 
lucky  you  were  up.  Can  you  hold  up  your  light  so  I  can 
see  my  watch?” 

When  he  looked  at  the  hour  it  was  a  surprise,  for  the 
time  had  slipped  along  until  now  it  was  almost  eleven 
o’clock. 

“Gee,  this  is  late  for  a  summer  hotel — we’d  better  hurry 
back !”  he  exclaimed. 

The  farmer  turned  to  go. 

“Well,  I’ve  got  ter  give  some  medicine  to  a  sick  horse — 
that’s  why  I’m  up — else  you’d  a-been  going  still!  Good 
night.” 

Dick  and  his  friends*  now  tried  to  stir  up  the  old  horse, 
but  that  estimable  steed  would  not  hurry. 

So  they  jogged  along  until  at  last  the  quiet  streets  of 
Rodney  village  were  reached. 

“Say,  Sam,  this  road  leads  us  into  the  town  from  the 
other  side  from  which  we  came  out.  Let’s  leave  the  rig 
at  the  livery  stable,  and  then  just  walk  down  to  the  hotel 
with  the  girls.  It’ll  save  time  and  won’t  wake  so  many 
people  up !” 

Sam  agreed. 

So  did  the  girls,  for  they  knew  that  a  lecture  was  wait¬ 
ing  them  unless  they  could  slip  in  unobserved. 

Dick  had  learned  the  streets  of  Rodney  village  pretty 
well,  and  so  he  drove  easily  to  the  livery  stable.  There  a 
sleepy  hostler  took  the  rig  inside,  and  closed  the  door  with 
a  grunt  of  satisfaction. 
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He  had  been  waiting  a  good  while  for  this  carriage  to 
come  in  and  he  was  none  too  amiable. 

“Now,  for  the  hotel/’  said  Dick. 

This  was  a  walk  of  about  an  eighth  of  a  mile,  down 
toward  the  lake,  along  a  quiet  shaded  lane. 

There  was  no  walk  along  the  particular  route  they  took, 
and  so  the  quartette  tramped  along  without  making  a 
sound.  i 

Suddenly,  Dick  Daresome  looked  up  with  a  staid. 

There  before  him,  along  the  path,  toward  the  hotel,  he 
heard  voices. 

They  were  low  voices,  and  during  the  daytime  Dick 
would  probably  never  have  noticed  them  at  all. 

But  it  was  very,  very  quiet  now,  and  he  straightened  up 
as  if  hit  with  a  galvanic  shock ! 

“What  can  that  be?”  he  whispered  to  Bess.  “Everyone 
ought  to  be  in  bed  long  ago.” 

They  stopped  irresolutely,  for  the  voices  were  so  evident¬ 
ly  rough  and  rasping,  and  not  at  all  the  sort  which  one 
hears  in  a  quiet  Maine  village  or  at  a  summer  hotel. 

It  was  plain  Bowery  accent  which  they  distinguished 
and  Dick  listened  with  attention. 

“Say,  cull,  it’s  a  cinch,  now — all  youse  is  got  to  do  is  to 
beat  it  into  dat  mut’s  office,  and  jam  a  little  lifter  inter  der 
safe.  Yere’s  der  gimlet,  and  yere  is  der  paddin’.” 

“Well,  wot  will  youse  be  a  doin’  of?”  queried  another 
voice. 

‘tDat’s  all  right — I’ll  be  up  dere  at  the  end  of  de  village 
street,  waitin’  fer  you  wid  de  swag.  We  ketch  dat  freight 
train  which  hikes  for  Portland  about  tree  g.  m.  So,  youse 
two  git  busy,  see?” 

“Well,  youse  is  layin’  down  on  dis  job,  I  tinks,”  put  in 
a  third  speaker.  “But,  we  ain't  no  quitters  nohow.  So, 
youse  be  dere  at  the  end  of  the  long  switch  where  de  freight 
train  slows  up.  We'll  ride  de  bumpers  wid  dis  hotel  swag 
until  we  gits  out  into  de  rooral  distance  agin.” 

The  speakers  separated  and  one  of  them  walked  stealth¬ 
ily  past  Dick  and  his  three  companions. 

The  two  boys  drew  the  girls  into  the  shadow  of  the 
overhanging  hedge  row.  Fortunately  they  had  on  dark 
instead  of  light  dresses  this  particular  evening,  and  so  the 
lone  conspirator  walked  by  without  so  much  as  suspecting 
that  he  and  his  pals  had  been  overheard. 

The  man  disappeared  toward  the  village  and  the  other 
two  were  swallowed  up  in  the  gloom  of  the  lake  road. 

“What  shall  we  do,  Dick?”  asked  Bess. 

“Oh,  let's  don’t  go  near  the  hotel  !*’  begged  Grace. 

“They  are  robbers,  I  know!”  said  Bess,  nervouslv. 
“Oh,  Dick,  what  an  awful  position  to  be  in." 

It.  was  a  bad  predicament,  and  the  boys  both  knew  it  as 
well  as  the  nervous  girls. 

But  they  were  aware  that  it  doesn't  pay  to  get  scared 


before  the  trouble  really  begins,  and  so  they  calmed  umr 

companions  as  best  they  could. 

“There  now,”  said  Dick,  soothingly,  “ju&t  be  patient 
and  we  will  straighten  all  this  out  easil)  enough.  ou 

stop  your  worrying  now,  girls! 

But  the  girls  were  not  to  be  quieted  so  easily,  for  they 

imagined  all  sorts  of  things. 

“Oh,  shucks,”  said  Sam.  “If  you  want  us  to  let  things 
go  we  will — but  they  will  probably  steal  everything  of  valuQ 
in  the  hotel.  You  know  all  the  jewels  and  money  of  th$ 

guests  are  kept  in  the  big  safe !” 

The  girls  remembered  this  fact  now,  and  Bess  saw  that 


her  own  father  was  to  be  robbed. 

“Oh,  I  didn’t  think  of  that,  Dick,”  said  the  game  little 
girl.  “What  can  we  do?  I  know  that  papa  has  several 
hundred  dollars  there  in  that  safe.  I’d  take  the  risk  of 
trying  to  save  it  for  him  when  I  wouldn  t  for  other 
people !” 

Dick  chuckled.  Then  he  proceeded  seriously,  in  a  whis¬ 
per,  with  the  four  gathered  together  heads  almost  touch¬ 
ing,  so  that  the  words  would  not  carry  and  betray  them. 

“Well,  you  know,  there’s  no  clerk  at  night.  The  hotel  is 
supposed  to  be  safe,  and  there’s  no  night  train,  so  they  just 
have  a  watchman  about.  I  suppose  he  is  asleep.” 

Dick  supposed  correctly,  as  the  events  to  follow  proved 

* 

conclusively. 


“Well,  what’s  your  dope?”  asked  Sam,  for  he  was  wax¬ 
ing  impatient. 

“Hold  your  horses,”  said  Dick.  “I  just  propose  this — 
that  Sam  sneaks  down  to  the  village  again,  and  calls  out 
the  deputy,  and  helps  to  nab  that  rascal  there  on  the  track.” 

“What  will  you  do?” 

“I  will  slip  into  the  hotel  and  keep  an  eye  on  the  rascals, 
while  the  girls  can  slip  upstairs  and  warn  the  folks.  They 
can  go  up  by  the  servants’  stairway,  in  the  rear,  and  not 
pass  near  the  office.” 


This  sounded  well  to  the  three  others,  and  so  Sam  started 
down  the  road  again. 

“Now,  be  sure  and  nab  him,  Sam,  so  he  can't  give  any 
sort  of  alarm.  Put  the  deputy  wise  the  first  thing.'’ 

Sam  was  already  well  under  way,  as  he  sang  out  in  a 
low  voice,  “You  just  bet.  we'll  nab  him !” 

Dick  now  directed  the  girls  along  the  lane  a  little  fur¬ 
ther,  and  then  through  the  rear  grounds  of  the  hotel  to 


the  servants’  stairs. 

“Now,  Bess,  you  warn  Mr.  Frisbie,  who  lives  in  the  end 
room  on  the  second  floor,  that  there's  something  going 
on.” 

u 


\  es,  Dick,  said  Bess  as  she  and  Grace  slipped  noise¬ 
lessly  up  the  entry  way.  * 


Now  Daresome  had  the  field  before  him. 

I  can  wait  until  the  deputy  and  his  men  got  down 
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w a  \ ,  said  Daresome  to  himself.  “But  I  think  it's  apt 

[  to  be  a  painful  wait." 

^  He  slipped  around  the  corner  of  the  hotel  and  espied  oc- 
easional  ilaslies  of  a  dark  lantern  inside. 

Ihe  little  gleams  were  shot  up  on  the  ceiling  every  little 
'while,  in  a  queer  way.  ^ 

|  “1  suppose  that  proves  that  the  fellow  who  holds  it  is 
using  it  pretty  hard,  and  using  the  hand  that  holds  it  to 
work  his  tools  with,”  thought  Dick. 

lhat  was  certain,  and  the  lad,  creeping  closer  and  closer 
to  the  window  peered  in  to  get  a.  better  view  of  the  des¬ 
peradoes  at  their  work. 


It  was  easy  to  see  from  the  quietness  and  dispatch  of 
their  work  that  they  w’ere  practiced  criminals. 

Daresome  held  his  breath  as  he  watched  the  evil  sight. 
Ht  is  seldom  that  an  honest  lad  gets  a  glimpse  of  crooks  at 
such  work  as  this. 

And  Dick  did  not  relish  the  sight. 

“I  must  do  something,”  he  mused,  "for  those  fellows 
will  be  having  that  big  safe  blown  open.  They’ll  do  it 
quietly  for  they  are  expert  crooks.  So  I  must  take  some 
step  to  warn  them.” 

t- 

Dick  slipped  oft  his  boots  so  that  no  footstep  might  be¬ 
tray  his  actions. 

He  tiptoed  around  the  porch  and  was  near  the  half  open 
door  of  the  summer  hotel,  when  he  saw  a  form  sitting  in  a 
chair  on  the  veranda. 

"Gosh!  That  must  be  the  lookout,”  Dick  muttered  in 
alarm,  as  he  ducked  behind  the  porch  pillar. 

But  the  figure,  which  would  normally  have  seen  him,  did 
hot  move. 

The  chair  was  a  rocking  chair,  and  yet  that  too,  was 
silent  and  motionless. 

"Something  queer  and  suspicious  about  that,”  muttered 
our  hero  with  conviction,  as  he  carefully  studied  this  odd 
figure.  , 

Then  he  came  up  closer. 

It  was  the  form  of  the  night  watchman  of  the  hotel,  and 
Dick  beheld  with  amazement  that  the  man’s  face  was 
covered  with  a  handkerchief. 

>  "By  George,  he  has  trapped  himself,  I  do  believe,” 
thought  Dick,  for  just  then  he  caught  the  fumes  of 

chloroform. 

*  He  drew  nearer,  smelled  again,  to  make  certain,  and  then 
nodded  his  headL  There  was  no  doubt  about  it,  the  old 
fellow  had  spread  a  handkerchief  over  his  face,  composed 
himself  for  a  good  nap,  and  had  fallen  easy  prey  to  the 
rlesperadoe-,  who  simply  sprayed  his  kerchief  with  the  con¬ 
tent-  of  a  vial  of  the  slecpifving  medicine. 

,  "Time  for  action,  here,”  muttered  Dick,  now  determined 
if)  ;j/  r  without  waiting  for  the  others  to  come  and  help  him. 
He  espied  the  night  stick  carried  by  the  watchman,  and 


he  took  that  from  the  old  fellow’s  hand.  He  searched  inside 
his  pocket,  and  found  to  liis  joy  a  large  comfortably  lieavy 
revolver. 

The  robbers  had  been  so  sure  of  their  prey  that  they  had 
neglected  this  little  detail. 

In  this  case,  as  in  nearly  every  criminal  case  known  to 
the  police,  the  failure  of  their  scheme  was  destined  to  be 
due  to  a  bit  of  small  carelessness. 

Had  they  gone  to  the  effort  to  disarm  the  unconscious 
and  drugged  watchman,  Daresome  would  never  have  been 
armed  at  all. 

Whatever  his  courage  and  determination,  he  would  have 
been  as  a  mere  toy  in  the  hands  of  these  determined  and 
desperate  crooks — armed  as  they  were,  for  any  sort  of 
trouble. 

But  now,  Dick  with  the  knowledge  and  assurance  which 
some  means  of  defense  always  gives  a  person,  advanced  to 
take  a  hand  in  the  desperatelsituation. 

It  was  high  time,  t 

Even  during  the  interval  in  which  he  had  been  disen¬ 
gaged,  the  door  of  the  safe  had  been  forced  open  by  the 
secret  means  of  the  desperadoes,  with  hardly  a  sound. 

Daresome  was  astonished,  but  he  saw  that  the  trick  had 
been  done. 

life  leaned  around  the  corner  of  the  doorway  and  beheld 
the  men  chuckling  as  they  reached  into  the  different  com¬ 
partments  of  the  safe  to  help  themselves. 

"They  will  get  a  haul  there  all  right,”  thought  Dark¬ 
some,  as  he  saw  them  dumping  the  sealed  parcels  of  valu¬ 
ables  into  two  black  bagc,  with  ill-concealed  chuckles  of  sat¬ 
isfaction. 

x"No,  I’ll  be  eternally  honswoggled  if  they  shall!”  mut¬ 
tered  our  hero,  and  with  the  night  stick  in  one  hand  and 
the  revolver  in  his  other,*  he  advanced  noiselessly  over  the 
floor  of  the  hotel  corridor. 

The  man  had  placed  the  dark  lantern  on  the  manager’s 
desk  in  such  a  way  as  to  throw  its  soft  but  sufficient  rays 
upon  the  compartments  of  the  forced  safe. 

Thus  they  worked  with  ease. 

Dick  slipped  across  the  hall,  and  dropped  silently  to  his 
knees  on  the  floor  behind  the  clerk’s  counter. 

This  would  serve  him*  as  a  barricade,  and  now  lie  deter¬ 
mined  to  act,  entirely  on  a  bluff,  in  the  hope  of  holding  the 
men  at  bay.  He  suddenly  remembered  that  he  had  been 
shown  the  fire  alarm  button  near  the  place  where  the  regis¬ 
ter  of  the  hotel  was  kept. 

"It’s  placed  there  for  a  strenuous  emergency,”  Frisbie 
had  told  him  that  very  evening  before  they  started  on  the 
drive,  "and  it  will  arouse  every  one  in  the  building.” 

Dick  heard  not  a  sound  up  stairs,  and  he  feared  that  the 
girls  had.  lori  their  courage  or  failed  in  some  way  to  notify 
the  proprietor. 
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So,  he  slipped  a  hand  across  the  counter  until  he  came 
in  contact  with  the  particular  alarm  button.  It  was  a 
simple  affair,  but  it  connected  with  a  big  alarm-gong  which 
was  loud  enough  to  wake  the  Seven  Sleepers. 

Dick  paused  an  instant. 

“Oh,  gee,  I  guess  dis  is  bad !”  grunted  the  first  robber. 
“Dese  hotels  has  a  great  system — puttin’  all  de  dough  and 
de  watches  in  de  safe  at  nights,  where  we  yeggs  kin  get  it!” 

“Yes — it’s  de  easy  money.  Say,  bo,  if  we  works  dis  gag 
jest  about  two  or  tree  more  times  we  will  be  among  de  foist 
families  wid  our  dough.” 

“  Shure-^we’ll  return!” 

They  were  dropping  parcel  after  parcel  into  the  bag. 

These  parcels  had  been  sealed  and  registered  with  their 
signatures,  so  that  patrons  need  not  fear  theft  in  the  rooms. 
It  was  indeed  a  fine  way  for  such  desperadoes  to  concen¬ 
trate  their  efforts. 

Long  after  midnight,  all  was  quiet  at  the  hotel,  which 

i 

was  an  old-fashioned  sort  of  place,  and  consequently  it 
seemed  that  they  had  everything  their  own  way. 

Except - 

And  Dick  Daresome  of  Merrivale  Academy  was  the  ex¬ 
ception  ! 


CHAPTER  XII.  ^ 

CONCLUSION. 

f 

.  ,  f  > 

Dick  pressed  that  button  ! 

Instantly  there  was  a  clamor  over  the  entire  building, 
a  ringing  of  gongs  in',  all  the  corridors,  and  the  excited 
shrieks  of  guests. 

“Hands  up,  you  rascals !”  shouted  Dick  Daresome  from 
the  dark  shelter  of  the  counter. 

The  men  spun  around,  dropping  their  plunder  sacks  in 
their  excitement. 

They  whipped  out  their  weapons,  but  the  light  of  the 
dark  lantern  was  shining  in  their  eyes,  and  they  were  con¬ 
fused  for  an  instant,  by  the  voice  so  close  at  hand. 

“Shall  we  shoot  to  kill,  captain?”  asked  Dick  in  a  deep 
voice,  and  promptly  he  replied  to  himself  in  a  higher 
pitched  tone :  “Yes,  if  they  move  a  muscle.” 

“Drop  those  guns !”  lie  said  again,  in  the  low  voice,  click¬ 
ing  the  revolver  hammer  as  a  hint. 

The  two  desperadoes  straightened  up,  full  in  the  mellow 
light  of  the  dark  lantern. 

They  believed  they  were  surrounded  by  the  police — the 
»wo  commands  having  fooled  them. 

Dick  tapped  on  the  counter,  with  determination,  hold¬ 
ing  his  hand  far  to  the  left. 

“Quick  there,  drop  it!”  he  cried. 


Instead  of  dropping  it  the  man  swung  rapidly  in  the 
direction  of  that  tap.  With  unerring  aim  he  fired  point 
blank  at  that  part  of  the  counter. 

Had  Dick  Daresome  been  behind  it,  he  would  have  fared 
ill,  and  received  a  bullet  in  his  breast. 

But  the  crafty  lad  was  no  fool  and  he  had  counted  on 
just  such  a  motion. 

With  equal  quickness,  the  lad  pulled  the  trigger  of  his 
revolver,  and  a  shot  lodged  itself  in  the  leg  of  the  rascal 
who  pulled  the  trigger. 

Dick  knew  that  the  shot  would  betray  him. 

But  the  youth  was  all  keyed  up  to  a  remarkable  clever 
piece  of  generalship. 

He  dodged  behind  the  counter  and  crawled  at  fastest 
speed  toward  the  far  end  of  it. 

Then  he  rose  up  and  could  hardly  restrain  his  laughtef 
as  he  saw  the  two  men  pumping  lead  into  the  place  where 
the  shot  had  come  from. 

“Now,  if  I  can  bluff  them,  all  will  be  well !”  thought 
Dick,  and  he  prepared  to  work  another  trick. 

But  alas,  and  alack  for  human  hopes! 

Just  then  the  lights  of  the  hotel  room  flared  up,  for 
the  proprietor  in  the  rear  hall  had  jerked  the  switch  into 
position,  and  the  electric  blaze  threw  the  queer  scene  into 
dazzling  clearness. 

The  desperadoes,  one  on  the  floor,  the  other  standing  at 
his  side,  stood  bewildered. 

They  saw  no  sign  of  a  police  squad,  which  they  had. 
supposed  was  attacking  them.  Instead,  they  beheld  a 
young  chap  with  a  smile  on  his  pale  determined  face  cover¬ 
ing  them  from  the  grating  end  of  the  counter.  * 

“I've  got  the  drop  on  you!”  cried  Dick  Daresome,  with 
clear  cutting  tones. 

This  was  evident ! 

One  of  the  villains  had  a  proof  in  the  muscles  of  his 
leg  that  the  lad  knew  how  to  use  the  mechanism  of  a  re¬ 
volver,  too,  and  they  glared  at  him  helplessly. 

“Now!”  '  '  : 

Dick  waved  the  revolver  from  one  head  to  the  other,  and 
the  men  lowered  their  weapons. 

“Drop  those  guns!”  commanded  the  gallant  lad. 

The  men  relaxed  their  grips  sullenly. 

Just  then  the  door  was  flung  open  and  in  marched  an 
array  of  the  male  guests — in  the  most  startling  arra? 

of  nightgowns,  pajamas  and  make-shift  costumes  that  Dick  j 
had  seen. 

At  their  head  was  the  valiant  Frisbie,  with  a  revolv^  J 
in  either  hand. 

Dick  could  not  resist  a  look  at  them,  and  as  he  did  so  the  j 
uninjured  robber  took  a  chance  for  freedom.  * 

He  made  r  flying  leap  over  the  counter  that  would  have 
done  credit  to  many  a  college  athlete. 
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Then  he  dashed  for  the  door. 

i  ''Covor  thl,t  fellow  °“  tte  floor!”  yelled  Dick  Daresome. 

*  [  ;.  get  this  one!” 

i  He  spun  about  and  chased  after  him.  His  action  cut 
the  aim  of  Frisbie  who  would  doubtless  have  shot  at 
<the  fugiti\e,  wliile  Dick  ielt  a  guilty  feeling  at  having  used 
his  revolver  even  as  little  as  he  did. 


I  He  "was  a  mild  lad  who  would  rather  have  accomplished 
^tilings  in  the  lea^t  bloody  manner.  \  et,  as  he  had  shown, 
he  could  act  when  he  wished  and  needed  to. 

1  After  the  fleeing  iobber  Dick  raced,  and  he  swung  his 
^cl ub  in  one  hand,  with  the  revolver,  still  warm  from  use, 
in  the  other. 


*  “Stop,  or  Pll  fire!”  cried  Dick!  \ 

(Is  But  the  desperate  fellow  had  no  inclination  to  stop  on 
jjThis  progress.  He  knew  that  capture  meant  a  long,  long 
fterrn  in  the  penitentiary,  and  he  preferred  the  risk  of  death 
^rom  a  bullet  to  a  prison  term. 

He  swung  around  the  porch  to  escape  by  the  road,  but 
as  he  did  so  there  was  a  cry  from  a  crowd  of  running  men 
in  that  direction  and  he  saw  his  avenue  of  escape  that  way 
*eut  off. 

‘‘Trapped !  groaned  the  fellow,  but  he  spun  about  to 
trv  the  other  way. 

Dick  had  this  blocked  off,  and  there  was  only  one  thing 
for  the  man  to  do. 

That  was  to  take  to  the  water. 

Down  the  runway  he  ran,  not  noticing  several  canoes 
to  the  left,  and  he  took  a  lofty  header  into  the  lake  water. 
5  This  fellow  had  learned  his  swimming  in  the  swift  cur¬ 
rents  and  tides  about  the  wharves  of  Hew  York  City,  and 
;  so  he  went  to  the  water  as  naturally  as  a  spaniel. 

•v  “Stop !”  cried  Dick.  ^ 

He  pulled  the  trigger,  aiming  above  the  fellow. 

But  the  shot  had  no  effect. 

The  fellow  was  determined  to  escape  or  die. 

Dick  ran  down,  jumped  into  a  canoe,  nearly  upsetting 
it  as  he  did  so,  and  then  started  out  in  pursuit. 

“If  I've  got  this  far,  I'm  going  to  finish  the  job !”  mut¬ 
tered  the  determined  lad. 


But  Dick  was  not  in  the  mood  to  let  the  fellow  do  this 

convenient  little  trick. 

«» 

He  backed  away  skilfully,  and  as  the  man's  head  came 
near,  Dick  swung  the  paddle  handle  at  it. 

He  managed  to  give  the  fellow  a  severe  clip  on  the  side 
of  the  jaw 

“I’ll  fix  ye  for  that!”  yelled  the  swimmer,  now  driven 
frantic  by  the  combination. of  pain  and  failure. 

He  suddenly  disappeared,  and  Dick  was  puzzled  for  an 
instant,  because  nothing  was  happening. 

Then  something  did  happen,  for  the  swimmer  had  gone 
under  water  and  he  came  up  at  the  bow  of  the  canoe,  out  of 
Daresome's  reach. 

“Ha,  ha!”  he  yelled,  “I'll  show  youse  fresh  ginks  wot's 
wot  at  dis  game!” 

Dick  saw  the  fellow  swinging  the  boat. 

Quick  action  was  demanded. 

In  the  excitement  he  could  not  find  the  revolver  which  he 
had  put  in  the  bottom  of  the  canoe,  while  paddling. 

“Hey,  f  there,  come  to  my  aid !”  shouted  Dick,  toward 
shore,  as  he  snatched  up  the  night  stick,  which  fortunately 
was  at  hand. 

At  this  instant  the  canoe,  beneath  the  tugging  pulls  of 
the  desperado  at  the  bow,  began  to  rock  and  sway,  further 
and  further  at  each  swing. 

“It's  but  another  instant  before  we'll  be  hand  to  hand,” 
muttered  Dick,  and  he  prepared  for  the  worst. 

One  final  look  he  took  at  the  lit  veranda  of  the  hotel, 
and  he  discerned  even  in  that  instant,  a  dozen  figures 
rushing  to  his  aid  in  canoes. 

“Well,  this  will  be  the  hottest  finish  he’s  ever  had !”  mut¬ 
tered  Dick  Daresome. 

He  took  time  by  the  forelock,  and  instead  of  waiting  for 
the  canoe  to  fill  and  sink — it  was  half  filled  already — he 
leaped  over  the  stern. 

With  a  curse  the  skilled  swimmer  sprang  at  him. 

But  Dick  Daresome  was  up  to  a  little  trickery  of  his  own 

i 

by  this  time.  % 

He  went  down,  and  down,  and  down  into  the  chilling 
depths  of  the  water,  and  then  struck  out  sideways  in  the 
water. 


So,  after  the  rapidly  swimming  man  Dick  went,  and  it 
was  not  long  before  he  had  overtaken  the  rascal. 

?  “Get  back  there,  or  I'll  shoot  you !”  yelled  Dick. 

Trie  man  kept  defiantly  on. 

“Don't  you  care  for  your  life?”  cried  Dick. 

“Haw— I  ain't  goin'  ter  no  pen !"  yelled  the  fellow,  and 
with  sudden  force  he  turned  toward  the  light  craft. 

Dick  saw  his  intention.  It  was  to  wreck  that  canoe,  and 
the.'/  proceed  alone,  after  settling  the  paddler  il  possible 
fb'r-  to  make  an  escape  across  the  lake  to  the  dark  woods 
6  far  off. 


When  he  came  to  the  surface  the  desperado  was  looking 
for  him.  Dick  arose  to  breathe  about  ten  feet  away  from 
the  other  fellow,  and  then,  his  opponent  spied  him. 

“How,  dis  is  your  goat !”  he  exclaimed. 

Dick  wasn't  sure  what  he  meant.  But  he  gave  the  ras' 
cal  a  surprise.  As  the  fellow  darted  toward  him  with 
mighty  strokes  Dick  raised  himself  a  little  higher  in  the 
water,  with  some  kick  strokes,  and  he  swung  the  heavy 
night  stick  on  the  fellow’s  head. 

It  was  not  hard  enough,  to  stun  the  man,  but  it  an¬ 
swered  Dick's  purpose. 
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The  lad  swam  backward,  while  the  other  fellow  gave 
a  cry  of  pain. 

He  tried  to  swim  in  the  other  diagonal,  but  Dick  kept 
pace  with  him  and  the  man  realized  that  the  club  made  the 
odds  too  great. 

He  even  attempted  a  diving  swim,  trying  his  best  to 
catch  Dick’s  legs. 

“No,  you  don’t,”  muttered  our  hero,  who  was  watching 
the  fellow  as  a  hawk  does  a  pheasant. 

He  swam  sideways  about  six  feet,  and  when  the  man 
came  up,  delivered  a  gentle  reminder  on  the  fellow’s 
shoulder,  which*  well  nigh  cracked  that  member. 

“Now,  you  might  just  as  well  submit!”  said  Dick. 

“Never!”  cried  the  other.  “I’ll  drown  first!” 

This  was  indeed  a  baffler,  for  the  man  gave  a  choking 
cry,  expelled  the  breath  from  his  lungs  and  sank. 

Dick  was  horrified. 

It  made  him  feel  as  if  he  were  killing  the  fellow  de¬ 
liberately. 

While  it  is  all  right  to  fight  for  one’s  life,  still  it  is  an 

i 

entirely  different  proposition  to  see  another — even  an  op¬ 
ponent  with  deadly  purpose — die  before  one’s  eyes. 

“Hurry  there !”  yelled  Daresome. 

“We’re  coming,”  shouted  a  familiar  voice  in  a  rowboat 
close  at  hand.  Dick  recognized  the  tones  as  those  of  the 
deputy  of  Rodney  village. 

“He’s  trying  to  drown  himself,”  said  Dick,  in  an  agony. 

“Wait  until  he  comes  up  the  third  time,”  said  the  sher¬ 
iff’s  deputy,  “and  ye’ll  see  a  different  manner.” 

He  pulled  Dick  into  his  boat. 

By  this  time  others  had  come  up,  and  the  deputy,  watch¬ 
ing  with  eagle  glance  saw  the  head  and  clutching  hands  of 
the  would-be  suicide. 


“Want  to  get  out?”  asked  the  deputy,  calmly. 

“Save  me — -save  me — save  me!"  gasped  the  drowning 
fellow.  He  had  indeed  changed  his  mind — for  when  it 
comes  down  to  the  final  moment,  even  a  penitentiary  is  an 
improvement  as  compared  to  the  Great  Darkness. 

t  his  particular  criminal’s  mind  recalled  in ‘that  brief  in¬ 
stant  all  the  evil  deeds  he  had  done — and  they  were  many 
and  terrible — so  he  changed  his  mind  about  taking  the 
journey.  t  • 

The  deputy  rowed  close,  caught  the  choking,  desperate 
fellow  and  dragged  him  .into  the  boat. 

“Now,  Daresome,  you  blow  the  top  of  his  lid  off  if  he 
moves  a  muscle — take  this  revolver!” 

Dick  did,  and  in  a  few  more  minutes  the  deputy  had 
rowed  the  boat  with  vigorous  strokes  back  to  the  hotel  land¬ 
ing. 


There  the  hubbub  was  indescribable.  Dick  had  wakened 
every  soul  in  the  whole  edifice,  and  it  was  so  wildly  ex¬ 
citing  that  women  were  screaming  and  men  yelling. 


“Golly!”  said  Daresome  to  the  official,  as  they  took  their 
disheartened  prisoner  ashore.  “I  wonder  what  they’d  have 
done  if  they  had  been  in  the  real  excitement.” 

But  the  racket  quieted  down  before  long,  and  order  was 
restored. 

Instead  of  being  scolded  for  their  carelessness,  and  late.' 
return,  the  young  fellows  and  the  girls  were  given  their  full 
meed  of  praise. 

There  is  no  telling  what  sorb  of  demonstration  would 
have  been  made  in  Dick  Daresome’s  honor  by  the  jubilant  - 
guests  when  they  found  how  their  valuables  had  been  saved. 

But  Dick  borrowed  the  deputy’s  boat,  kissed  his  sweet¬ 
heart  good  night,  and  with  Sam,  slipped  into  the  craft  and 
started  up. 

“Oh,  say,  deputy,”  shouted  Dick  suddenly,  remembering 
the  somnolent  watchman.  “You  better  waken  up  that  ( 
guard  over  there  on  the  porch.  He's  dreaming  about  a 
robbery !” 

Then  Dick  and  Sam  disappeared  toward  their  own  camp, 
where  they  piled  into  the  welcome  softness  of  the  blankets. 

Next  day  the  three  prisoners  were  arraigned,  and  later 
sent  to  state’s  prison  for  a  term  which  taught  them  a  bitter 
lesson.  It  was  learned  that  they  had  robbed  other  hotels  v 
in  the  same  manner,  and  only  Dick’s  nerve  and  fearless¬ 
ness  saved  the  Rodney  House  from  being  victimized. 

The  old  hermit,  Crazy  Jake  was  safely  put  into  the 
padded  cell,  and  deprived  of  his  stimulants  finally  re¬ 
turned,  after  several  months’  treatment  to  a  state  of  rea-*. 
son  when  he  was  allowed  to  go  free  and 'return  to  the  scene  - 
of  his  fifty  years  of  lonely  life. 

And  Dick  Daresome  and  Sam  Thorpe  stayed  as  far  as  i 
possible  from  the  view  of  the  summer  guests  at  the  Rodnev 
House  for  the  next  few  weeks,  because  they  were  averse  to 
being  made  public  heroes ! 

However,  there  was  plenty  and  to  spare,  of  excitement 
in  the  life  of  the  Maine  camp,  and  so  Dick  and  his  friends 
had  enough  to  keep  them  occupied ! 

THE  END. 
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asbestos  slates,  which  it  is  claimed  are  as  hard  and  as  strong 
as  the  natural  slate,  and  can  therefore  be  laid  on  wall  or  roof 
constructions  without  any  wood  laths  being  necessary.  They 
are  very  easily  worked,  and  can  be  bored,'  nailed,  and  cut  just 
like  wood,  without  any  danger  of  splitting.  They  form  a  fire¬ 
proof  covering  for  inside  and  outside  wooden  walls,  are  val¬ 
uable  for  insulation  work  of  all  kinds,  even  for  electrical  pur¬ 
poses;  are  of  great  use  in  building  railway  carriages  as  in¬ 
sulating  material  under  the  seats,  for  use  in  postal  telegraphic 
work  for  insulating  switches,  for  covering  iron  and  wooden 
constructions,  for  use  as  fireproof  doors  for  closing  off  single 
rooms  in  stores,  warehouses,  etc.,  for  ceilings  of  all  kinds  so  as 
to  protect  them  from  fire,  heat,  cold, -dampness,  disease  germs 
and  vermin. 


A  funeral  in  Tucson,  Arizona,  was  delayed  half  an  hour 
while  the  mourners  engaged  in  a  general  fight.  The  corpse 
was  the  only  inactive  person  present. 

tr  The  cat  was  considered  a  sacred  animal  by  the  ancient  in¬ 
habitants  of  Heliopolis,  Egypt.  When  one  of  these  animals 
died  in  a  private  residence,  the  occupants  shaved  off  their 
.  eyebrows. 

*  i 

An  intelligent  mule  makes  itself  useful  on  the  beach  at  St. 
Augustine,  Fla.,  by  hunting  for  turtles.  When  she  has  found 
one  she  turns  it  on  its  back,  and  then  hastens  off  to  inform 
her  master. 

The  hotel  keepers  in  Indiana  have  concluded  to  resist  the 
*  rascality  of  hotel  beats — the  cheeky  gentlemen  who  carry  little 
or  no  baggage,  forget  to  pay  their  hotel  bills,  and  silently 
1 ,  steal  away. 

With  their  three-year-old  baby  in  a  go-cart,  George  Palmer 
and  wife  walked  350  miles  from  Ashcroft,  B.  C.,  to  the  Nechaco 
Valley,  in  the  northern  wilds  of  the  province,  to  take  up  land 
for  farming  purposes.  Palmer  had  obtained  the  160  acres  of 
free  land  that  he  went  after,  and  is  now  busy  making  himself 
and  his  family  a  home. 


RIB  TICKLERS. 


“Do  you  know,  Sam,  that  a  man  does  not  have  to  do  as 
much  work  now  as  he  did  ten  years  ago?”  “Yes,  sah,  I  know 
it,  sah.  Why,  I’se  been  married  nearly  eight  years,  sah!” 

i 

Fond  Mother — Listen,  Mildred,  and  I’ll  read  to  you  about 
heaven  and  its  beautiful  golden  streets.  Small  Mildred — I 
don’t  want  to  hear  about  it,  mamma.  I’d  rather  wait  till  I 
get  there  and  be  surprised. 

“Let  me  illustrate  the  difference  between  capital  and  labor,” 
said  the  rich  uncle  to  the  impecunious  nephew.  “Suppose  I 
give  you  $500 - ”  “That’s  capital,”  replied  the  nephew,  ex¬ 

tending  his  hand  for  the  money. 

9 

Terrible  Child — Will  you  please  play  something  for  me  on 
the  violin,  Mr.  Jones.  Jones — But  I  don’t  know  how,  Bobby. 
T.  C. — Oh,  yes,  you  do,  Mr.  Jones.  I  heard  mamma  say  you 
played  second  fiddle  to  Mrs.  Jones. 

“Tommy,”  said  the  hostess,  “you  appear  to  be  in  deep 
thought.”  “Yes’m,”  replied  Tommy.  “Ma  told  me  somethin’ 
to  say  if  you  should  ask  me  to  have  some  cake  or  anythin’,, 
an’  I  bin  here  so  long  now  I  forgit  what  it  was.” 


The  spectators  at  wrestling  matches  in  Japan  pelt  the 
winner  with  their  hats.  This  is  the  custom  with  the  Japanese 
cf  showing  their  appreciation  of  the  skill  of  the  winner.  The 
'  *hats  are  gathered  up  by  the  attendants  and  handed  to  the 
\  champion.  Eventually  the  owners  come  forward  and  redeem 
their  hats  with  presents  of  various  kifids.  The  custom  in 
1  %  question  is,  it  is  explained,  due  to  a  recognition  of  the  fact 
that  enthusiasm  is  likely  to  cool  down  shortly  after  the  event 
which  excited  it  is  passed.  So,  to  prove  the  genuineness  of  his 
admiration,  the  Jap  gives  his  hat  as  a  pledge,  to  be  ledeemed 
in  his  cooler  moments. 

\ 

What  a  comfort  it  would  be  if  we  would  adopt  the  modern 
[  style  of  auction  sales  in  Japan!  Those  who  have  returned 
Mrom  that  country  with  their  trunks  filled  with  wonderful 
p  brocades  and  jade,  pottery  and  kimonas,  tell  of  this  silent 
auction.  No  one  is  allowed  to  openly  bid.  Conversation  is 


“I  hope,”  said  the  drummer,  “you  were  satisfied  with  my 
report  for  the  past  month.”  “Well,”  replied  the  head  of  the 
firm,  “there  was  one  part  of  it  that  really  exceeded  our  expec¬ 
tations.”  “And  what  was  that?”  “Your  expense  bill.” 

Mrs.  Blunder  had  just  received  a  telegram  from  India. 
“What  an  admirable  invention  the  telegram  is!”  she  exclaimed, 
“when  you  come  to  consider  that  this  message  has  come  a 
distance  of  thousands  of  miles,  and  the  gum  on  the  envelope 
isn’t  dry  yet.” 

A  young  woman  in  Philadelphia,  recently  married,  was  en¬ 
joying  the  delightful  novelty  of  marketing  one  morning  shortly 
after  the  termination  of  the  honeymoon.  “I  wish  to  get  some 
butter,  please,”  said  she  to  the  dealer.  “Roll  butter,  mum?” 
asked  the  man.  “No,”  promptly  replied  his  customer.  “We 
wish  to  eat  it  on  toast.  My  husband  doesn’t  care  for  rolls.” 
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THE  TWIN  , VAGABONDS 


By  Paul  Braddon. 


“Ashes  to  ashes,  and  dust  to  dust!  ” 

The  earth  and  gravel  rattled  on  the  coffin  as  it  fell  from  the 
minister’s  hands,  mingling  there  with  the  tears  of  two  boys 
who  stood  leaning  over  the  open  grave. 

This  scene  occurred  in  the  far-away  city  of  Richmond,  and 
it  was  into  a  house  in  that  city  that  the  two  boys  groped  their 
way  that  night;  they  were  roughly  clad,  and  everything  about 
them  denoted  poverty,  as  did  also  the  two  rooms,  which  had 
been  their  home  and  their  mother’s. 

As  the  poor  woman  lay  there  on  the  bed,  dying,  she  had 
called  the  boys  to  her  side. 

“I  am  dying,  my  darlings,”  she  brokenly  said.  “I  must  leave 
you,  but  not  forever — no — no;  we  will  meet  again — there!”  and 
she  pointed  upward  with  one  thin,  white  finger.  “Promise  me 
that,  boys.” 

“We  promise,”  was  the  broken  reply. 

“I  am  satisfied,  then,”  she  weakly  said.  “When  I  am  dead, 
the  sale  of  these  things  will  enable  you  to  bury  me  decently. 
That  done,  you  must  make  your  way  to  Philadelphia.  Your 
father  has  a  brother  there  who  may  take  care  of  you;  I  would 
not  ask  him  for  help  while  I  lived,  for  he  was  cruel — cruel  to 
me  when  your  father  was  alive.  He  was  displeased  at  your 
father’s  marrying  me;  and  when  your  father  was  sick  on  his 
death-bed,  and  I  sent  him  word,  he  sent  back  the  reply  that 
he  would  care  for  his  brother,  but  not  for  me. 

“Your  father  refused  to  leave  me,  and  died  soon  after. 
Should  he  not  receive  you  well,  there  is  another  brother,  Gil¬ 
bert,  who  lives  on  the  Hudson  river — you  will  find  his  address 
in  my  pocketbook— go  to  him.  You  must  promise  me  this,  too, 
my  boys.” 

They  could  not  but  promise  as  required,  and  an  hour  later 
they  saw  before  them  only  the  senseless  clay,  the  cold  outline, 
of  what  had  once  been  their  mother. 

They  had  a  few  dollars  left  on  which  to  subsist  during  the 
long  tramp  that  lay  before  them. 

Toiling  on,  they  reached  Philadelphia  at  last.  v 

Being  directed  to  the  address  they  asked  for,  the  twins  found 
it  to  be  a  large  and  stylish  house;  at  the  parlor  window  they 
saw  a  daintily  dressed  young  miss,  who  shrank  back  with  a 
disgusted  look  as  they  mounted  the  steps. 

“Only  two  tramps,  ma,”  they  heard  her  shrilly  cry  in  re¬ 
sponse  to  a  query  of  her  mother’s,  just  as  the  man-servant  was 
in  the  act  of  opening  the  door. 

“What  do  you  want?”  was  the  surlily  addressed  question. 
“Don’t  you  know  that  the  kitchen  door  is  the  place  for  such 
as  you  to  ring?” 

“We  want  Mr.  Seabrook,  if  you  please,”  said  Ted. 

“Indeed!  ”  with  a  sneer.  “You  dirty  vagabonds,  what’s  your 
business  with  him?” 

Ted  flashed  up,  and  seeing  encouragement  in  Gil’s  blue  eyes, 
rejoined: 

“That’s  none  of  your  business!  ” 

“What!  you  young  loafers!”  cried  the  angry  servant;  and 
raising  his  foot,  he  kicked  them  down  the  stoop. 

In  the  hopes  of  being  received  and  fed  they  had  forborne  to 
beg  since  the  day  before,  and  were  hungry  to  starvation  point. 

Turning  away  after  this  inhospitable  reception,  they  began 
to  think  of  something  to  appease  the  inward  gnawing,  and 
humbly  craved  a  bit  to  eat  at  a  number  of  doors;  but  with  one 
glance  at  their  torn  and  soiled  clothes,  and  a  supercilious  stare, 
the  answer  was: 


“Not  a  mouthful!  Go  to  work  and  earn  your  living,  you 
young  vagabonds!  Twins,  h^y?  Think  that’ll  excite  ajmpa- 
thy,  do  you?  But  it  won’t.” 

In  their  extremity  they  knew  not  what  to  do,  and  wandered 
dejectedly  through  the  streets;  they  heard  a  man  addressed 
Mr.  Seabrook,  and  followed  him  into  a  bank;  it  was  their 
uncle. 

They  entered,  and  inquired  for  him.  i 

He  saw  them,  and  coldly  dismissed  them  with  a  dollar,  bid¬ 
ding  them  never  come  near  him  again. 

But  one  thing  was  left — to  visit  their  Uncle  Gilbert,  after 

whom  Gil  had  been  named. 

Tramping  along  wearily  they  reached  the  busy,  noisy  me¬ 
tropolis  of  New  York;  here  they  remained  several  days,  and 
then  started  for  their  Uncle  Gilbert’s  place,  some  forty  miles 
away. 

A  handsome  carriage  came  whirling  toward  them,  raising 
great  clouds  of  dust;  the  handsome  horses  were  guided  by  a 
coachman,  who  handled  the  reins  with  an  air  of  conscious 
pride.  , 

The  spirited  horses  shied  just  as  they  were  passing  the  boys,  ~ 
and  Ted  was  knocked  down. 

The  coachman  saw  it,  and  was  about  to  rein  up  his  horses, 
when  a  youth  of  about  their  own  age,  having  poked  out  his, 
head,  cried: 

“Go  on,  driver;  he’s  getting  up;  and  they  are  only  a  couple 
of  tramping  vagabonds  anyhow.” 

They  resumed  their  walk,  and  turning  down  the  road,  en¬ 
tered  the  grounds  of  a  splendid  mansion,  even  as  the  carriage 
that  had  struck  Ted  down  rolled  through  the  gateway. 

'‘It  is  the  girl  from  Philadelphia  and  her  brother!”  cried  Ted. 
“It  was  he  who  called  us  vagabonds.” 

And  so  it  was. 

They  were  cousins. 

The  girl  recognized  them  in  an  instant,  and  communicated 
the  fact  to  her  brother. 

Scarce  knowing  what  to  do,  the  twins  halted  when  they  had 
progressed  some  distance  through  the  shrubbery-bordered 
walk,  and  threw  themselves  down  in  the  rear  of  a  summer¬ 
house. 

They  heard  voices — those  of  their  cousins,  who  entered  the 
place. 

» 

“Ma  says  she’s  nearly  worried  to  death  by  that  horrid  dress¬ 
maker  who  made  these  dresses.” 

“And  here’s  another  dun  from  my  tailor.” 

“Ma  says  pa  won’t  give  her  any  money.” 

“He  ain’t  got  it  to  give,”  was  the  rejoinder;  “what  with 
keeping  that  big  house  and  three  or  four  servants,  he  can’t 
make  ends  meet,  and  is  getting  more  deeply  in  debt  all  the 
time.  He  gets  five  thousand  a  year  and  spends  ten.  If  Uncle 
Gilbert  would  only  die  now,  everything  would  come  straight.” 

“Is  he  so  very  rich?”  slid  asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Then  I,  too,  wish  he  would  die.” 

The  hearts  of  the  two  listeners  turned  sick  with  disgust, 
though  they  were  but  vagabonds,  and  Gil,  unable  longer  to 
bear  it,  gave  a  loud  cough.  \ 

They  sprang  to  their  feet,  and  the  girl  uttered  a  shriek. 

“What  is  the  matter?”  asked  a  gruff  voice,  as  she  rushed 
from  the  summer-house. 

“Tramps!”  she  exclaimed. 

“Is  that  so?  Sick  ’em,  Rollol”  - 

The  big  black  dog  nosed  around  a  minute,  and  then  with  a 
low  growl  made  at  the  twin  vagabonds. 

With  a  bound  he  was  on  Ted.  and  would  have  sunk  his  fangs 
in  the  boy’s  neck,  had  not  Gil  seized  the  ugly  brute  by  the 
throat,  and  choked  him  off;  never  once  did  Gil  loosen  his  grip 
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ul.  with  a  convulsive  tremor,  the  dog  became  a  dead  wei 
his  bands,  and  then  he  let  him  fall,  stone  dead. 


eight 


Gilbert  Seabrook’s  face 


“You  dirty  loafer!  Get 


was  purple  with  passion,  and  he 
plied  his  cane  vigorously  over  Gils  shoulders. 

"You  thieving  vagabond!”  he  cried, 
out  of  here  now,  or  111  have  you  sent  to  jail'” 

•  Smarting  with  their  blows,  for  both  had  caught  them,  they 
proudly  turned  away,  and  were  lost  to  sight  in  the  shrubbery. 

But  thej  did  not  leave  the  grounds,  and  instead,  sought  shel¬ 
ter  in  the  barn,  for  the  night  was  close  at  hand,  and  a  storm 
was  impending. 

They  were  awakened  by  a  scorching  blast  which  swept 
across  their  faces,  and  jumped  up  to  find  the  barn  on  fire. 

A  mass  of  flame  barred  their  way  to  the  door. 

The}  paused  one  instant,  and  then  dashed  through  the 
flames,  reached  the  open,  and  bounded  outside,  gasping  for 
breath.  v 

Catch  them!  cried  a  hoarse  voice,  and  heavy  hands  were 
laid  on  them,  while  Gilbert  Seabrook  soundly  berated  them 
and  sent  one  of  his  men  away  for  a  constable. 

i he  bain  was  doomed,  and  burned  to  the  ground  before  the 
eyes  of  its  owner,  and  on  the  charge  of  setting  it  on  fire  the 
twin  vagabonds  were  locked  up. 

They  w’ere  tried  before  a  squire. 

The  evidence  was  not  very  complete,  but  a  case  was  made  out 
against  them  somehow — for  they  were  only  tramps  whom  it 
w'ould  be  idle  to  have  sympathy  for — and  they  were  sentenced 
to  jail  for  sixty  days. 

During  the  trial  they  held  themselves  erect,  and  gazed 
proudly  at  Gilbert  Seabrook,  who  knew  not  the  relationship  he 
bore  them;  and  the  irascible  old  man  once  or  twice  raised  his 
stout  cane  to  give  them  a  good  drubbing. 

The  sixty  days  rolled  around,  and  they  were  released. 

“Shall  v/e  go,  Gil?”  asked  Ted,  as  they  halted  beneath  a  tree. 

“Yes,”  was  Gil’s  reply.  “He  treated  us  badly,  still  it  is  our 
duty  to  save  him  from  being  robbed.  We  can  go  there  and 
warn  them,  and  then  leave.” 

“And  not  reveal  our  identity,”  said  Ted,  proudly. 

“No,  never!” 

Once  more  they  trudged  along  toward  the  mansion,  this  time 
with  far  different  feelings  than  before;  they  now  went  to  do 
a  service  to  the  man  who  had  treated  them  so  badly. 

They  followed  the  railroad  track  until  they  came  to  his 
grounds,  which  they  at  once  entered;  the  ground  here  slightly 
swelled,  and  the  viaduct  through  which  the  rails  ran  was 
spanned  over  by  an  arched  bridge  of  stone  leading  to  the  piece 
of  ground  washed  by  the  river  where  stood  the  boathouse. 

Far  away  they  could  hear  the  faint  rumble  of  an  approach¬ 
ing  train,  and  paused  on  the  viaduct’s  coping  to  see  it  go  by. 

As  they  stood  thus,  unseen  by  them,  old  Gilbert  Seabrook 
came  stumping  along  from  the  boathouse. 

He  was  near  the  bridge  when  a  sight  of  the  two  intruders 
brought  him  to  a  halt,  and  choking  with  choler,  he  raised  and 
shook  his  cane. 

On  came  the  train;  it  rushed  in  sight,  and  the  boys  were 
watching  it. 

Gilbert  Seabrook  saw  not  the  train,  only  knew  that  they 
were  there,  and  with  uplifted  cane,  and  eyes  fastened  on  them, 
he  stepped  forward,  and - 

A  wild  cry  of  horror  rent  the  air. 

71jey  quickly  turned,  and  saw  a  man  falling  into  the  viaduct. 

Wildly  did  Gilbert  Seabrook  clutch  about  for  something  to 
ay  his  fall,  and  God’s  providence  aided  him  to  clutch  the 

ping  with  one  hand. 


The  boys  were  above  him. 
* 


"Help  me!”  pleaded  Gilbert  Seabrook,  turning  upward  a 
white,  prayerful  face;  they  recognized  him  instantly,  as  he 

<lld  them. 


They  lemembered  ins  cruelty,  and  a  look  of  disgust  crossed 
their  features  which  Seabrook  took  to  be  an  indication  that 
they  were  going  to  leave  him  to  his  fate,  and  he  shrieked  in 
agony. 

On — on  the  train  came  rushing;  in  a  minute  it  would  be  too 
late! 

“Help — help!”  he  shrieked,  as  his  nerveless,  overstrained 
fingers  began  slipping.  “Help  me!  my  God,  do  not  desert  me!” 

They  seized  one  hand;  he  raised  the  other,  and  that  was 
caught  by  a  firm  grasp. 

On — on — nearer — nearer — the  whistle  shrieking  like  a 
demon,  on — on — the  wheels  grinding  and  roaring,  on — on — the 
hot  breath  of  the  locomotive  almost  fanning  their  cheeks. 

“Up”  cried  Ted. 

“Up!  ”  cried  Gil. 

A  long,  steady  pull,  while  old  Gilbert  dug  his  toes  into  the 
rough  crevices  of  the  wall,  and — the  train  rushed  by. 

But  it  was  robbed  of  its  victim,  for  he  stood  there  upon  the 
coping. 

“God  bless  you!”  he  said,  and  then,  after  a  glance  at  the 
danger  he  had  escaped,  he  began  to  sink. 

They  caught  him,  and  carried  him  in  a  faint  to  his  house. 

He  soon  came  to,  and  taking  out  his  pocketbook,  offered 
them  money,  which  they  proudly  spurned. 

“Tramps  and  vagabonds  make  a  living  by  stealing  and  burn¬ 
ing  barns,”  said  Ted,  bitterly.  “It’s  a  wonder  you  don’t  have 
us  arrested  now  on  suspicion,  because  we  entered  your 
grounds.” 

Gilbert  Seabrook’s  face  flushed,  as  much  with  shanne  as 
anger. 

“Forgive  me,”  he  said,  at  last.  “Why  came  you  here?” 

“We  were  released  from  jail  this  very  day.  Several  days 
ago  we  heard  three  men,  whose  terms  expire  to-day,  plotting 
to  rob  your  house  to-night.  Duty,  not  affection,  brought  us 
here  to  warn  you.” 

“And  now  we  will  go,”  said  Gil. 

Seabrook’s  voice  was  husky  with  emotion  as  he  begged  them 
to  remain. 

“If  I  have  done  you  injustice,”  he  said,  “let  me  repair  it; 
stay,  and  help  protect  me,  since  you  have  warned  me  of  this 
danger  of  being  robbed.” 

“We  will,”  they  answered;  “and  then  we  go.” 

“Your  names,  what  are  they?”  he  asked;  “you  refused  to 
give  them  on  the  trial.  What  are  they?” 

“Mine  is  Ted.” 

“And  mine  Gil.” 

“What  else?” 

“Seabrook,”  said  Gil,  after  a  minute’s  hesitation. 

“Surely  not  my  brother’s  twin  boys?” 

“The  same.” 

Explanations  followed,  and  in  less  than  an  hour  every  ser¬ 
vant  in  the  place  had  his  or  her  orders  to  respect  the  boys  as 
their  masters.  i 

“I  should  not  have  been  so  mad  when  I  set  the  dog  on  you 
that  day,”  he  said,  “only  I  had  just  overheard  by  chance  some 
conversation  between  my  niece  and  nephew.” 

“Which  we  also  heard,”  said  Gil. 

“I  sent  them  home  the  next  day,”  he  said,  dryly.  “They  will 
never  come  here  again!” 

Neither  they  did. 

Preparations  were  made,  and  the  three  convicts  were  cap¬ 
tured  that  night  and  sent  back  to  serve  out  longer  terms. 

Ted  and  Gil  still  live  in  the  mansion  by  the  river.  Both  have 
received  good  educations,  and  when  old  Gilbert  Seabrook  dies, 
they,  and  not  the  primpy  miss  they  saw  in  the  window  at  Phil¬ 
adelphia,  will  come  into  possession  of  the  broad  acres  and 
“powerful  sight”  of  money. 
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MESMERISM. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE.— Containing  the 
proved  methods  of  mesmerism;  also  how  to  cure  all  — 
diseases  by  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  healing.  By  Prof.  Leo 
Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.,  author  of  “How  to  Hypnotize,  etc. 

PALMISTRY. 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY.— Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  reading  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with 
a  full  explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explaining  phrenology, 
and  the  key  for  telling  character  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By 
Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.  Fully  illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE.— Containing  valuable  and  in¬ 
structive  information  regarding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also 
explaining  the  most  approved  methods  which  are  employed  by  the 
leading  hypnotists  of  the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.G.S. 

SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
A  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES— A  handy 
book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 
By  C.  Stansfield  Hicks. 

FORTUNE  TELLING. 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK. — 
Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny ;  also  the  true  mean¬ 
ing  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
and  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 
from  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
and  unlucky  Jays,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum,”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES. — Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
misery,  wealth,  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book/  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 
the  fortune  of  your  friends. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND.— 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand, 
or  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future  events 
by  aid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated*  By  A.  Anderson. , 


ATHLETIC. 

No.  6.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in¬ 
struction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle ;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
in  this  little  book. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and,  the  ditfer- 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
these  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  instructor. 

No.  25.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises. 
Embracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 
A  handy  and  useful  book. 

No.  34.  HOW  TO  FENCE. — Containing  full  instruction  for 
fencing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword ;  also  instruction  in  archery. 
Described  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the  best 
positions  in  fencing.  A  complete  book. 


TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 

No.  51.  now  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. — Containing 
explanations  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  card  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
•Jelght-of-hand ;  of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use  of 
4paciaily  prepared  cards.  By  Professor  Haffner.  Illustrated. 


No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Em¬ 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il¬ 
lustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurors 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated. 

MAGIC. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great  book  of  magic  and 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all'the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book, 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT. — Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  bis  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the-'* 
boy  on  the  stage;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the, 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks'' used  by  magicians.  Also  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full, 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated.  , 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Containing 
tricks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com* 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson. 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics, 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  published. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  full 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en¬ 
gineer;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive;  together, 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSwAL  INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  iEolian  Harp.  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments ;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald, 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Royal  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Containing 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomely 
illustrated.  By  John  Allen. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  matt  cam. 
plete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters, 
and  when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for  voung  and  old-. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES.— Giving^ 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subject*; 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN.— 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects; 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction. 

No.  53.  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS. — A  wonderful  littl* 
book,  telling  you  how  to  write  to  your  sweetheart,  vour  father? 
mother,  sister,  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  everybody  and  any¬ 
body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  every  young 
ladv  in  the  land  should  have  this  book. 

No.  74.  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  CORRECTLY. — Con* 
taining  full  instructions  for  writing  letters  on  almost  anv  subject  f 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition,  with  spwnmtn  letters. 
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No..  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.-Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
I  stage ,  *;os^ker  wnh  the ‘  duties  ot  the  Stage  Manager.  Prompter, 

I  ®°^1C  wi  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

■  ^p.SO.  S  ^  ILLIAMS  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome 
Colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

housekeeping. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
11  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
powers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

$  No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK.- — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish,  game,  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
cooks* 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women  ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
^rackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  bird3. 

ELECTRICAL- 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
4ogether  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
etc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
By  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

i*  ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi- 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
Jrt,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is.  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY  —A 
Very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 

money  than  any  book  published.  ..... 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES.— A  complete  and  useful  little 

book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 

backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  j^tc*,,.,,.,^- ~  „  ,, 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. — Containing  all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  cunous  catcies 

aENoW52y  HOWTO  PLAY  CARDS.— A  complete  and  handy  little 

tok  eivintr  the  rules  and  fn.  Erections  for  playing  Euchre,  Cnb- 
ge’  cl^no  Fortv  Five,  R*  ce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
Ruction  Pitch  All  Fours,  and  n&ny  other  popular  games  of  cards, 
f  No  66  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Containing  over  three  hun- 
<r* ^interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Bully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

etiquette. 
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No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing  foul* 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  become 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  oV  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  moat 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting  dt* 
bates,  outlines  for  debater,,  questions  for  discussion,  rind  the  b$9t 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  ot  flirtation  art 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  ot 
handkerchief,  fan.  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  is 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  parties, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  love, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  the 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AMD  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hints 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 
Keene 

No.  *50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A 
valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets;  also  giving  full 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  in¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry ;  also  ex¬ 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  di¬ 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  Thio 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY— A  complete  hand-book  for 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc«  etc. 

No.  84.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR.— Containing  full 
information  regarding  choice  of  subjects,  the  use  of  words  and  the 
manner  of  preparing  and  submitting  manuscript.  Also  coutaining 
valuable  information  as  to  the  neatness,  legibility  and  general  com¬ 
position  of  manuscript,  essential  to  a  successful  author.  By  Prince 

’HlNmd38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  the 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuable 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventures 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W. 
Abney. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full*  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  should 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author 
of  “How  to  Reoome  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— Complete  in¬ 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  description 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy.  Com* 
piled  and  writt  en  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  “How  to  Become  SI 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 
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